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To  the  F ight  Honourable 

The  Earl  of  ROCHESTER, 

Ifyiight  of  the  mofi  Noble  Order  of  the  Garter , See. 

f T ■ ^1 S enough  for  your  Lordfhip  to  be  confci- 
ous  to  your  felf  of  having  perform’d  a juft 
-A.  and  honourable  Action,  in  Redeeming  this/ 
Play  from  the  Perfecution  of  my  Enemies  ; but  it 
wou’d  be  ingratitude  in  me,  not  to  publish  it  to  the 
World.  That  it  has  appear’d  on  the  Stage  is  principal- 
ly owing  to  you:  That  it  has  fucceeded,  is  the  Appro- 
bation of  your  Judgment,  by  that  of  the  Publick.  Tis 
juft  the  Inverfionof  an  A6t of  Parliament:  Your  Lord- 
fhip firft  fign’d  it,  and  then  it  was  pals’d  amongft  the 
Lords  and  Commons.  The  Children  of  old  Men  are 
generally  obferv’d  to  be  fhort  liv’d,  and  of  a weakly 
Conftitution  : How  this  may  prove  I know  not  ; but 
hitherto  it  has  promis'd  well : And  if  it  furvive  to  Po- 
fterity,  it  will  carry  the  Noble  Name  of  its  Patron  a: 
long  with  it;  or,  rather,  it  will  be  carried  by  yours  to 
after  Ages.  Ariojlo , in  his  Voyage  of  Aftolpho  to  tlx  Moon , 
has  given  us  a fine  Allegory  of  twb!  Swans ; who,  when 
Time  had  thrown  the  Wricings  of  many  Poets  into  the 
River,  of  Oblivion,  were  ever  in  a readinefs  to  fecure 
the  beft,  and  bear  them  aloft,  into  the  Temple  of  Im- 
mortality. Whether  this  Poem  be  of  'that  Number,  is 
left  to  the  Judgment  of  the  Swan  who  has  preferv’d  it  : 
And  though  I can  claim  little  from  his  Juftice,  I may 
preiume  to  value  my  felf  upon  his  Charity.  It  will  be 
told  me,  That  I have  miftaken  the  Italian  Poet,  who 
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T be  Epjile  Dedicatory . 

means  only  that  lome  excellent  Writers,  aim  oft  as  few 
in  Number  as  the  Swans,  have  refcued  the  Memory,  of, 
their  Patrons,  from  Forgetfulnefs  and  Time  ,-  when  a 
vaft  Multitude  of  Crows  and  Vultures,  that  is,  bad  Scrib- 
blers, Paralites,' and  Flatterers,  opprelsdby  the  weight 
of  the  Names  which  they  endeavour'd  to  redeem,  were 
fore  d to  let  them  fall  again  into  Lethe , where  they  were 
loft  for  ever.  If  it  be  thus,  my  Lord,  the  Table  wbu’d 
be  turn’d  upon  me : But  Ilhou’d  only  fail  in  my  vain 
Attempt:  For  either  fome  other,  Immortal  Swan,  will 
be  more  capable  of  fuftaining  fuch  a weight,  or  you  who 
have  fo  long  been  Converfant  in  the  management  of 
great  Affairs,  are  able  with  your  own  P.en,  todojuftice 
to  your  felf ; and,  at  the  fame  time,  to  give  the  Nation  a 
clearer  and  more  faithful  infight  finto  thofe  Tranfadti- 
ons,  wherein  you  have  Worthily  fuftain’d  fo  great  a part. 
For  to  your  Experience  in  State  Affairs,  you  have  alfo 
joynd  no  vulgar  Erudition : Which  all  your  Modeftyis  d 
not  able  to  conceal / for  to. under ftand  critically  the 
licacies  of  Horacey  is  a height  to  which  few  of  our  Noble 
Men  have  arriv'd':  And  that  this  is  your  deferv’d  Com- 
mendation, I am  a living  Evidence ; as  far,  at  leaft,  as  I 
can  be  allow’d  a Competent  Judge  on  that  fubject.  Your 
Affebtion  to  that  adbairable  Ode,  which  Horace  writes  to 
his  MeC<ehds,  and  which  I had  the  Honour  to  inlcribe  to 
you,  is  not  the  only  Proof  of  this  Affertion.  You  may 
pleafe  tb  remember,  that  in  the  late., happy  Converlati. 
on,  which  I ' had  with  vour  Lordfhip  at  a Noble  Reiati- 
onsof  yours,  you  took  me  atide,  and  pleas’d  your  Self 
with  repeating  to  me,  -•  -•»  r-  the  molt  Beautiful  Pieces 
in  tqat  Author,  d:  as  ;tn?;Udc  to  lSani i<?,  wherein  you 

were  io  paixicufely  affected  wjch  that  Elegant  Expref- 

lion. 


The  Epiftle  Dedicatory. 

(Ton,  Jiiititumqhe , prodis  pukka  cur  a.  There  is  indeed  the 
Vcrtuedf  a whole  Poem,  in  thofe  words  ; that  curiofa  fe 
licit  as,  which  Tetronius  (o  juftly  afcribes  to  our  Author. 
The  Barbarity  of  olir  Language  is  not  able  to  reach  it : 
Vet,  when  I have  teifure,I  mean  to  try,  how  near  I can 
raife  my  Englifl)  to  his  Latin : Though  in  the  mean 
time,  I cannot  but  imagine  to  my  felf,  with  what  Scorn 
his  Sacred  Manes  wou’d  look  on  fo  lame  a Tranflation 
as  I cou’d  make.  His  calcitrat  undufue  tutus  might 
more  reafonably  be  apply’d  to  me,  than  he  himlelf  ap- 
ply’d it  to  Augujlus  Cdjar.  I ought  to  reckon  that  Day, 
as  very  Fortunate  to  me,  and  diftinguifli  it,  as  the  An- 
cients did,  with  a whiter  Stone  ,•  becaufe  it  furnifh’d  me 
with  an  Occafion  of  reading  my  Cleomenes  to  a Beauti- 
ful Affembly  of  Ladies,  where  your  Lordfhip’s  Three 
Fair  Daughters,  'were  pleas’d  to  Grace  it  with  their  Pre- 
fence : And,  if  I may  have  leave  to  fingle  out  any  one 
in  particular,  there  was  your  admirable  Daughter-in- 
law  - fliining,  not  like  a Star,  but  a Conllellation  of  her 
Seif ; a more  true  and  brighter  (Berenice . Then  it  was, 

that  whether  out  of  your  own  Partiality,  and  Indul- 
gence to  my  Writings,  or  out  of  Complaifance  to  the 
Fair  Company,  ( who  gave  the  firfi  good  Omen  to  my 
Snccefs , by  their  Approbation, ) your  Lordfliip  was 
pleas’d  to  add  your  own  : And  afterwards  to  Reprefent 
it  to  the  Queen,  as  wholly  Innocent  of  thofe  Crimes,, 
which  w'ere  laid  unjullly  to  it$  Charge.  Neither  am  I 
to  forget  my  Charming  Patironefs ; though  fhe  will  not 
allow  my  Publick  Addrefs  to  her, in  a Dedication;  but 
Protects  me  unfeen,  like  my  Guardian- Angel ; and 
fhuns  my  Gratitude,  like  a Fairy,  w'ho  is  Bountiful  by 
fteakh  ; and  conceals  the  Giver,  when  Are  bellows  the 

Gift. 
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Gift.  But  my  Lady  Sylvius  has  been  jufter  to  me,  and 
pointed  out  the  Goddefs,  at  whofe  Altar  I was  to  pay  my 
Sacrifice  and  Thanks  Offering.  And  had  fhe  been  filenr, 
yet  my  Lord  Chamberlain  himfelf,  in  reftoring  my 
Play,  without  any  Alteration,  avow’d  to  me,  that  I had 
the  mod  Earneft  Sollicitrefs,  as  well  as  the  Faireft ; and 
that  nothing  cou’d  be  refus’d  to  my  Lady  Hyde. 

Thefe  Favours,  my  Lord,  receiv’d  from  your  Self, and 
your  Noble  Family,  have  encourag’d  me  to  this  Dedi- 
cation i wherein  I not  only  give  you  back  a Play,  which 
had  you  not  redeem’d  it,  had  not  been  mine ; butalfo  at 
the  lame  time,  Dedicate  to  you,  the  unworthy  Author, 
with  my  inviolable  Faith,  and  ( how  mean  foever  ) my 
utmoft  Service : And  I fhall  be  proud  to  hold  my  De- 
pendance  on  you  in  Chief,  as  I do  part  of  my  fmall  For- 
tune in  Wiltflnre.  Your  Goodnefs  has  npt  been  wanting 
to  me,  during  the  Reign  of  my  two  Mailers.  And  e- 
ven  from  a bare  Treafury,  my  Succels  has  been  contrary 
to  that  of  Mr.  Cowley  ; and  Gideons  Fleece  has  then  been 
moiften’d,  when  all  the  Ground  has  been  dry  about  it. 
Such  and  fo  many  Provocations  of  this  nature,  have 
concurr’d  to  my  Invading  of  your  Modefty,  with  this 
Addrefs.  I am  ienfible  that  it  is  in  a manner  forc’d  up- 
on you.  But  your  Lordfhip  has'  been  the  Aggreflor  in 
this  Quarrel,  by  To  many  Favours,  which  you  are  noc 
weary  of  conferring  on  me.  Though  at  the  fame  time, 
1 own  the  Ambition  on  my  fide,  to  be  ever  efteem’d 

Tour  LordJJ?ip’s  mojl  Thankful 

And  tnojl  Obedient  Servant , 

■ 

■'  - • • * ■ j ; - 

John  Dry  den. 


\ 


« 


PREFACE. 

0 rrl//  nowfeve tt  or  eight  Years fince  I de(ign\l  to  write  this 
Ply  of  CLEOMEN  E S 5 and  my  Lord  Falkland* 
(whofe  Name  I cannot  mention  without  Honour  , for 
the  many  Favours  I have  receiv'd  from  him)  is  pleas  d 
to  witneft  for  me , That  in  a French  Book^  which  I prefented  him  about 
that  time,  there  were  the  Names  of  many  Subjects  that  I had  thought 
on  for  the  Stagey  amongjl  which,  this  Tragedy  was  one . This, 
was  out  of  my  Remembrance  5 but  my  Lord , on  the  occafion  of  f lop - 
ping  my  Play , tooh^  the  Opportunity  of  doing  me  a good  Office  at 
Court, by  reprefinting  it  as  it  was,  a Piece  long  ago  dejignd:  Which 
being yudicioufly  treatedy  1 thought  was  capable  of  moving  Compafi 
Jton  on  the  Stage.  The  Succefi  has  juflified  my  Opinion , and  that 
at  a time  when  the  World  is  running  mad  after  Farce , the  Extre- 
mitie  of  bad  Poetry  5 or  rather  the  Judgment  that  is  fallen  upon 
Dramatique  Writing.  Were  I in  the  Humour , I have  fufficient  caufi 
to  expoft  it  in  its  true  Colours  5 but  having  for  once  cjcap’d , I wiU 
forbear  my  Satyr , and  only  be  thankful  for  my  Deliverance . A great 
part  of  my  good  Fortune,  I mujl  confefs , is  owing  to  the  fust  ice 
which  was  done  me  in  the  Performance  : I can  fcarcely  refrain  from 
giving  every  one  of  the  AS or s their  particular  Commendations  5 but 
none  of  them  will  be  offended , if  l Jay  what  the  Town  has  generally 
granted, That  Mr  j.Raivy, always  Excellent, hasyn  thisT  ragedy, excel/d 
Herfelfand  gain'd  a Reputation  beyond  any  W 9 man  whom  1 have  ever 
Jeenonthe  Theatre . After  allft  was  a bold  Attempt  of  mine , to  write 
upon  a Jingle  Plott , unmix  d with  Comedy  $ which  though  it  be  the 
natural  and  true  way , yet  is  not  to  the  Genius  of  the  Nation . Tee 
to  gratifie  the  barbarous  Party  of  my  Audience,  1 gave  them  a fhort 
Rabble-Scene , becauje  the  Mobb  (as  they  call  them)  are  reprejented 
by  Plutarch  and  Polybius,  with  the  fame  Character  of  Bajenefs  and 
Cowardice , which  are  here  defcrib'd , in  the  lajl  Attempt  of  Cleo- 
tnenes.  They  may  thanks  me , if  they  pleafe , for  this  Indulgence  ; 
for  no  French  Poet  would  have  allow'd  them  any  more  than  a bare 
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PREFACE. 

R(  tcititfl  of  that  Scene, which  debafes  ^Tragedy  to  JIjow  upon  theStage 
For  the  re  if  Jo  we  cftke  Mechanique  Rules  of  Unity  are  obferved, 
and  others  are  negletfed.  The  A3ion  is  hut  one  , which  is  the 
Death  of  C leomenes,  and  every  Scene  in  the  Play^  is  tending  to  the 
AccorMplifhment  of  the  Main  Defagtt.  The  Place  is  likewifi  one  %?  for 
7 is  all  in  the  cotnpafs  of  Alexandria  , and  the  Port  of  that  City . 
The  time  might  eafilyhave  been  reduc d into  the  fp  ace  of  twenty  four 
Hours , if  1 ivoud  have  omitted  the  Scenes  of  Famine,  in  the  Fifth 
A3  5 but  it  pleas'd  me  to  try  how  Spartans  con'd  endure  it  ? and \ 
befades , gave  me  the  occafion  of  writing  that  other  Scene , betwixt 
Cleomenes  and  his  fufpttfed  Friend ? and , in  fatch  a Cajei  'tis  better 
to  trefpafs  on  a Rule , than  leave  out  a Beauty . 

As  for  other  Objections,  I never  heard  any  worth  anjwering  ? 
and  leaf  of  all  that  Foolifl ) One , which  is  rais'd  againf  me  by 
the  Sparks , for  Cleomenes  not  accepting  the  Favours  of  Ca£ 
fandra.  They  woud  not  have  refus'd  a fair  Lady h,  I grant 
they  wohid  not  ? but  let  them  grant  me , That  they  are  not  Hero  s 5 
and  fo  much  for  the  Point  of  Honour . A Man  might  have  pleaded 

an  Excuje  for  him  fit f if  he  had  been  falfe  to  an  Old  V^ifa?  for  the 
fake  of  a To ung  Mi f refs  ? but  Gleora wits  in  ike  Flower  of  her 
Age , and  it  was  yet  but  Honey-moon  with  Cleomenes  5 and fa  much 
for  Nature . Some  have  hold  me\  That  many  of  the  fair  Sex  com - 
plain  for  want  of  tender  Scenes,  and  foft  Exprejfions  of  Love  : I 
will  endeavour  to  make  them  fame  amends , if  l write  again?  and  my 
next  Hqxo  fasall  bents  Spartan, 

I know  it  will  be  here  expelled,  that 1 jhould  write  fa mewhat  con- 
cerning the  forbidding  of  my  Play  5 but  the  lefs  l fay  of  it,  the  better . 
And  befades,  I was  fa  little  concern'd  at  it,  that  had  it  not  been  on 
con  fader  at  ion  of  the  Actors . who  were  to  fitffer  on  my  account , I 
Jhould  not  have  been  at  all  jbllicitous , whether  it  were  play  d,  or  no. 
No  body  can  imagine , that  in  my  declining  Age  I write  willingly , or 
that  lam  dtfarous  of  expofang,  at  this  time  of  day,  the  fmall  Repu- 
tation which  1 have  gottin  on  the  Theatre.  The  Subfifaence  which 
1 had  from  the former  Government , is  lojl  ? and  the  Reward  lhave 
f om  the  Stage  is  folittle , that  it  is  not  worth  my  Labour . 

As  for  the  Reafons  which  were  given  for  fa  fpending  the  Play , it 
faews  they  were  fa  ill  founded , that  my  Lord  Chamberlain  no  fooner 
took,  the  pains  to  read  it , but  they  vanijh'd  and  my  Copy  was  refior'd 
tome,  without  the  kali  Alteration  by  his  Lordfhip.  Tis printed  as 

it 
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it  was  acted  $ and  1 dare  affure  yon , that  here  is  no  Parallel  to  be 
found  : *Tis  neither  Compliment^  nor  Satyr  5 but  a plain  Story , more 
tlri&ly  followed  than  any  which  has  appear'd  upon  the  Stage.  5 Tis 
true , it  had  been  garbled  before  by  the  Superiotirs  of  the  Play-houfe  $ 
and  1 cannot  reasonably  blame  them  for  their  Caution  $ becaufe  they 
are  anjwerable  for  any  thing  that  is  publicity  reprejented  : And 
their  Zeal  for  the  Government  is  Juch , that  they  had  rather  loje 
the  bejl  Poetry  in  the  World , than  give  the  leaf  Sufpi  cion  of  their 
Loyalty . The  Jhort  is , that  they  were  diligent  enough  to  make  fire 
Worh^ : and  to  geld  it Jo  clearly  in  fome  places  , that  they  took^away 
the  very  Manhood  of  it.  1 can  only  apply  to  them , what  Cafifandra 
Jays  Jbmewhere  in  the  Play  to  Ptolomey  \ 

To  be  fo  nice  in  my  Concerns  for  you  5 

To  doubt  where  Doubts  are  not  5 to  be  too  fearful  5 

To  raife  a Bug-bear  Shadow  of  a Danger  5 

And  then  be  frighted,  though  it  cannot  reach  you. 

But,  fince  it  concerns  me  to  be  as  circumjpcll  as  they  are^lhave 
given  leave  to  my  Bookseller  to  print  the  Life  of  Cleomenes,  as 
it  is  elegantly , and  faithfully  tranfated  out  of  Plutarch,  by  my  learn- 
ed Friend , Mr.  Creech  5 to  whom  the  World  has  been  indebted 
for  his  excellent  Verfion  of  Lucretius  5 and  I particularly  obliged  in 
his  Tranflation  of  Horace.  We  daily  expeH  Manilius  from  him  $ 
an  Author  worthy  only  of  fitch  Hands  5 which  having  formerly 
reveal'd  the  Secrets  of  Nature  to  us  here  on  Earth , is  now  discovering 
to  us  her  Palace  in  the  Skies  5 and  if  1 might  be  allow'd  to  fay  it , gi- 
ving Light  to  the  Stars  of  Heaven. 

Ergo  vivida  vis  animi,  pervicit*  8c  extra 
Proceffit  longe,  flammantia  maenia  Mundi. 

But  to  return  to  Plutarch  5 you  will  find  him  particularly  fond 
of  Cleomenes  his  Character  5 who  as  he  was  the  lajl  of  the  Spartan 
Heroes,  fo  he  was,  in  my  Opinion , the  greatest.  Even  his  Enemy , Po- 
lybius, though  engag'd  in  the  contrary  Faction , yet  [peaks  honourably 
of  him  y and  efpecially  of  his  laflAftion  in  Egypt.  This  Author  is 
aljo  made  Englilh,  and  will  Jhortly  be  publiJWd  for  the  Common 
Benefit. 

What  1 have  added  to  the  Story , is  chftfly  the  Love  of  Aga- 
thoclea,  the  King's  Mifirefs  5 whofe  Name  I have  chang'd  into 
Caflandra  } only  for  the  better  found  . As  1 have  aljo  the  name  of 
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Nicagoras,  into  that  of  Coccus,  for  the  fame  Reafin.  Cratificlsea, 
Pantheus,  and  Sofybius,  are  to  be  found  in  the  Story , with  the 
fame  Characters  which  they  have  in  the  Tragedy.  - There  is  likpwife 
me?ition  made  of  the  Son  0/Cleomenes,  who  had  refolution  enough 
to  throw  himfelf  headlong  from  aToiver , when  he  had  heard  of  his 
Father's  ill  Succefs . And  for  Cleora,  whom  I make  the  fecond  Wife 
cfC leomenes  (for  iEgyatis  was  dead  before)  you  will  find  a hint 
of  her  in  Plutarch  3 for  he  tells  us , That  after  the  loft  of  the  Bat- 
lie  at  Scllafia,  he  return'd  to  Sparta,  and  entring  his  own  Houfi, 
was  there  attended  by  a Free-born  tVoman  of  Megalopolis. 

The  Picture  of  Pcolomey  Philopater,  is  given  by  the  fore* men- 
tion'd Authors  to  the  full Both  agree  that  he  was  an  Original  of 
his  kind  3 a Lazy,  Effeminate,  Cowardly , Cruel , and  Luxurious 
Prince , manag'd  by  his  Favourite , and  impos'd  on  by  his  Mijlrefs . 
The  Son  of  Sofybyus,  whom  I call  Cleanthes,  was  a Friend  to 
Cleomenes : but  Plutarch  fay s,  he  at  length  forjbol^him.  I hsve 
givn  him  a fairer  Character , and  made  it  only  a feeming  Treache- 
ry , which  he  practis'd.  If  any  be  fo  curious  to  enquire  what  be- 
came of  Caffandra,  whofe  Fortune  was  left  in  fuf pence  at  the  Con • 
clufion  of  the  Play , 1 mutt  firjl  inform  them , that  after  the  death  of 
Cleomenes,  (the  Heroe  of  my  Poem,)  I was  obhgfd  by  the  Laws  of 
the  Drama,  to  let  fall  the  Curtain  immediately  3 becaufethe  Action 
was  then  concluded.  But  Polybius  tells  us,  that  /he  furviv*d 
Ptolomey,  who  reign'd  about  Twenty  feven  Tears  3 that  with  her 
Brother  Agathocles,/je  govern'd  Egypt  in  the  Minority  of  his  Son 
Ptolomey  Epiphanes  3 and  that  finally  for  oppr effing  of  the  People , 
both  the  Brother  and  SiLier  were  J lain  in  a popular  InfurreCtion . 

There  is  nothing  remaining,  but  my  Thanks  to  the  Town  in  ge- 
neral, andtothe  fair  Ladies  in  particular , for  their  kind  Reception 
of  my  Play.  And  though  I cannot  retraCt  what  I faid  before,  that 
1 was  not  much  concern'd  in  my  own  particular , for  the  Embargo 
which  was  laid  upon  it : Tet  1 thinks  my  felf  obligd , at  the  fame 
time,  to  render  my  Acknowledgments  to  thoje  Honourable  Per(onsy 
who  were  infirumental  in  the  freeing  it.  For  as  it  was  from  a 
Principle  of  Noblenefi  in  themy  that  they  would  not  Juffer  one  to 
want,  who  was  grown  old  in  their  Service  : So  it  is  from  a Principle 
of  another  fort , that  I have  learn* d to  poffefs  my  Soul  in  Patience , 
and  not  to  be  much  difquieted , with  any  Difappointment  of  this 
Nature. 


The 


The  following  Verfes  were  fent  me  by  a young  Gentleman , under 
Twenty  Tears  of  Age,  whoje  Modejly  would  have  conceal'd  bis 
TSlame  ; but  I learn  d it  from  another  Hand,  and  have  taken 
the  boldnefs  to  fubjeribe  it  without  his  Leave.  1 prefume 
that  on  the  reading  of  them,  no  body  can  blame  me  for  making 
Cleonidas  fpeak  above  his  Youth , whenyou  fee  an  Englilli- 
man  fo  far furpaffmg  my  Spartan. 

. 

'To  Mr.  Dryclen,  on  bis  Cleomene  s. 

HAs  Youth  then  loft  its  great  Prerogative  > 

And  do’s  the  Soul  alone  for  Age  furvive? 

Like  Embryo's  fleeping  in  their  Seeds,  feem  nought, 

1 HU  friendly  Time  does  ripen  it  to  Thought  > 

Judgment,  Experience,  that  before  was  theirs; 

But  Fancy  wanton’d  in  a younger  Sphere ; 

Play'd  with  fome  loofe  and  Icatter’d  Beams  of  Light, 

And  revell’d  in  an  Anarchy  of  Wit. 

Both  Youth  and  Age  unequally  did  charm; 

As  much  too  cold  was  this,  as  that  too  warm. 

But  you  have  reconcil’d  their  differing  Praife, 

By  fixing  both  to  your  immortal  Bays. 

Where  Fancy  mounts,  but  Judgment  holds  the  Reins; 

Not  checks,  but  guides  you  to  harmonious  Strains. 

Tis  Harmony  indeed,  ’tis  all  unite, 

Like  finilh’d  Nature,  and  divided  Light: 

Like  the  vaft  Order,  and  its  numerous  Throng, 

Crowded  to  their  Almighty  Maker’s  Song ; 

Where  Heav’n  and  Earth  ieem  but  one  ftngle  Tongue. 

O wondrous  Man  ! where  have  you  learn’d  the  Art 
To  charm  our  Reafon,  while  you  wound  the  Heart ! 

Far  more  than  Spartan  Morals  to  infpire, 

While  your  great  Accents  kindle  Spartan  Fire. 

Thus  Metals  heated  to  the  Artift’s  Will, 

Receive  th’  Impreffions  of  a Nobler  Skill. 

a a 


Your 


Your  Hero  form’d  fo  regularly  Good, 

So  nicely  patient  in  his  Want  of  Food, 

That  it  no  more  tti  ZJndreJt  of  Death  appears, 

While  the  rich  Garment  of  your  Sence  it  wears. 

So  juft  a Husband,  Father,  Son,  and  Friend, 

Great  in  his  Life,  but  greater  in  his  End: 

That  fure,  like  Xenophon,  you  meant  to  (hew, 

Not  what  they  are,  but  what  they  ought  to  do  j / 

At  once  a Poet,  and  Inftru&er  too.  J 

The  Parts  Co  manag’d,  as  if  each  were  thine  5 ~t 

Thou  draw’ft  both  Ore  and  Metal  from  the  Mine  ; > 

And  to  be  feen,  thou  mak’ft  ev’n  Vice  to  (hine.  S 

As  if,  like  Slants  tranfmigrating  God, 

A (ingle  Life  in  each  you  made  abode  ; 

And  the  whole  Bufinels  of  the  tedious  round, 

To  Copy  Patterns  which  in  each  you  found. 

Sure  you  have  gain’d  from  Heav’n  Promethean  Fire, 

To  form,  then  kindle  Souls  into  Deiire: 

Elfe  why  fuccefiive  ftarts  of  Hopes  and  Fears; 

A Martial  Warmth  firft  rais’d,  then  quench’d  with  Tears? 
Uriels  this  Truth  (hines  clearly  through  the  whole, 

Sence  Rules  the  World,  but  you  command  the  SouL 
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Hus  fell  Agis.  His  Brother  Archidamus  was  too  quick  for 
Leonidas , and  fav’d  himfelf  by  a timely  Retreat.  But 
J his  Wife  then  newly  brought  to  Bed,  the  Tyrant  forc’d 
her  from  her  own  Houfe,  and  compell’d  her  to  marry 
his  Son  Clemenes , though  at  that  time  too  young  tor  a Wife;  for 
he  u7as  unwilling  that  any  one  elfe  (liould  have  her,  Die  being 
Heirefs  to  her  Father  Gylippuss  great  ERate ; for  Perfon,  the  fineft 
Woman  in  all  Greece , very  goodmatur’d,of  an  exemplary  Life,  and 
therefore,  they  fay,  Hie  did  all  Ihe  could,  that  /lie  might  not  be 
compeli’d  to  this  Match. 

Being  thus  married  to  Cleomenes , flie  hated  Leonidas , but  to  the 
Youth  (lie  fhow’d  her  lelf  a kind  and  obliging  Wife.  He,  as  foon 
as  they  came  together,  began  to  love  her  very  much,  and  the  con- 
Rant  Kindnefs  that  {he  Rill  retain’d  for  the  memory  of  Agis,. 
wrought  fomewhat  of  Concern  in  the  young  Man  for  him,  fo  that 
he  would  often  enquire  of  her  concerning  wrhat  had  pafs’d,  and  at- 
tentively liflen  to  the  Story  of  Agis’s  Defigns.  Now  Cleomenes  had 
a generous  and  great  Soul;  he  was  as  temperate  and  moderate  in 
his  Pleafures  as  Agis,  but  not  fo  very  cautious,  circumfpedfc  and 
gentle : a fpur  of  PaRion  always  gall’d  him,  and  his  eagernefs  to 
purfue  that  which  he  thought  good  and  juR,  was  violent  and  heady. 
To  make  Men  willing  to  obey,  he  conceiv’d  to  be  the  beR  Difci- 

* 3 pline ; 
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pline ; but  likewife  to  break  the  ftubborn,  and  force  them  to  be 
better,  was  in  his  opinion  commendable  and  brave.  This  Difpofi- 
tion  made  him  diflike  the  management  of  the  City The  Citizens 
Jay  diflolv’d  infupine  Idlenefsand  Pleafures;  the  King  minded  no- 
thing, defigning,  if  no  body  gave  him  any  diflurbance,  to  wafte 
his  Time  in  Eafe  and  Riot;  the  Publick  was  neglected,  and  each 
Man  intent  upon  his  private  Gain.  ’Twas  dangerous,  now  Agis 
was  kill’d,  to  mention  the  exercifing  and  training  of  their  Youth, 
and  to  let  up  for  the  ancient  Bravery  and  Equality,  was  Treaforr 
againft  the  State.  ’Tis  faid  alfo  that  Cleomenes,  whiift  a Boy,  ffu- 
died  Philofophy  under  Sphterus  the  Boryftenite,  who  coming  to 
Sparta,  was  very  diligent  in  Inftrudting  the  Youth  .•  Sphcerus 
was  one  of  the  chief  of  Zeno  .the  Citieans  Scholars,  and  ’tis  likely 
that  he  admir’d  the  manly  Temper  of  Cleomenes,  and  inflam’d  his 
generous  Ambition.  The  ancient  Leonidas  (as  Story  faith)  being 
ask’d.  What  manner  of  Poet  he  thought  Tyr tarns ? reply ’d.  An  ex- 
cellent one  to  whet  the  Courages  of  youth,  for  being  fill’d  with 
Fury  by  his  Poems,  they  daringly  ventur’d  on  any  Danger;  now 
the  Stoicks  Philofophy  is  a dangerous  Incentive  to  hot  and  fiery 
Difpofitions,  but  being  mixt  with  a grave  and  cautious  Temper, 
is  very  good  to  fix  and  fettle  the  Refolutions. 

Upon  the  Death  of  his  Father  Leonidas,  he  fucceeded,  and  ob- 
serving the  Citizens  of  all  forts  to  be  debauch’d,  the  rich  negledb- 
ing  the  Publick,  and  intent  on  their  own  Gain  and  Pleafure,  and 
the  poor  being  crampt  in  their  private  Fortunes,  grown  unadtive, 
Cowards,  and  not  inclinable  to  the  Spartan  Inftitution  and  way 
of  Breeding,  that  he  had  only  the  Name  of  King,  and  the  Ephori 
all  the  Power,  was  refolv’d  to  change  the  prefent  p oft  a re  of  Af- 
fairs. He  had  a Friend  whofe  name  was  Xenares,  his  Lover, (fuch 
an  Affection  the  Spartans  exprels  by  the  word,  ^7rr«S-ac<)  him  he 
founded  and  of  him  he  would  commonly  enquire.  What  manner 
of  King  Agis  was,  by  what  means,  and  by  what  Afliftance  he  be- 
gan and  purfu’d  his  Defigns.  Xenares  at  firlt  willingly  comply’d 
with  his  Requefc,  and  told  him  the  whole  Story,  with  all  the  par- 
ticular Circumftances  of  the  Adtions.  But  when  he  obferv’d  Cleo- 
menes  to  be  extreamly  affedred  at  the  Relation,  and  more  than  or- 
dinarily mov’d  at  Agis s new  model  of  the  Government,  and  beg- 
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ging  a repetition  of  the  Story,  he  at  firft  fcverely  chid  him,  told 
him.  He  was  frantick,  and  at  lafl  left  off  all  fort  of  Familiarity  and 
Convention  with  him,  yet  he  never  told  any  Man  the  caufe  of 
their  Difagreement,  but  would  only  fay,  Cleomenes  knew  very  well. 
Cleomenes  finding  Xenares  averfe  to  his  Defigns,  and  thinking  all 
others  to  be  of  the  fame  opinion,  confulted  with  none,  but  con- 
triv’d the  whole  Bufinefs  by  himfelf.  And  confidering  that  it 
would  be  eafier  to  bring  about  an  Alteration  when  the  City  was 
at  War,  than  when  in  Peace,  he  engag’d  the  Commonwealth  in  a 
Quarrel  with  the  Achaeans , who  had  given  them  fair  occafions  to 
complain:  for  Aratus,  a Man  of  the  greateft  Power  amongft  all  the 
Achreans,  defign’d  from  the  very  beginning  to  bring  all  the  Pelo - 
ponnefians  into  one  common  Body.  And  to  effedt  this,  he  under- 
took many  Expeditions,  and  ran  through  a long  courfe  of  Po- 
licy ; for  he  thought  this  the  only  means  to  make  them  an  equal 
Match  for  their  foreign  Enemies : All  the  reft  agreed  to  his  Pro- 
pofals,  only  the  Lacedaemonians,  die  Eleans,  and  as  many  of  the 
Arcadians  as  inclin’d  to  the  Spartan  Intereft,  refus’d.  Therefore 
as  foon  as  Leonidas  was  dead,  he  fell  upon  the  Arcadians,  and 
wafted  thofe  efpecially  that  border’d  on  Achaia ; by  this  means 
defigning  to  try  the  Inclinations  of  the  Spartans,  and  defpifing 
Cleomenes  as  a Youth,  and  of  no  experience  in  Affairs  of  State  or 
War.  Upon  this  the  Ephori  font  Cleomenest o furprife  the  Atheme- 
um  (dedicated  to  Minerva)  near  Beilina,  which  is  a pafs  of  Laco- 
nia, and  was  then  under  the  Jurifdidfion  of  the  Megalopolitans  i 
Cleomenes  pofleft  himfelf  of  the  place,  and  fortified  it;  at  which 
Adfion  Aratus  fhew’d  no  putdick  Refentment,  but  marcht  by 
night  to  furprife  Tegea  and  Orchomenium.  The  Defign  fail’d;  for 
thofe  that'  were  to  betray  the  Cities  into  his  Hands,  doubted 
the  Succefs ; fo  Aratus  retreated,  imagining  that  his  Defign  had 
been  undifcovered : But  Cleomenes  wrote  a jeering  Letter  to  him, 
and  defired  to  know,  as  from  a Friend,  whither  he  intended  to 
march  at  night  ? And  Aratus  anfwering.  That  having  underftood 
his  Defign  to  fortifie  Beilina,  he  refolv’d  to  march  thither  to  op- 
pofe  him.  Cleomenes  return’d.  That  he  believed  it,  but  defir’d 
him  to  give  him  an  account,  if  it  flood  with  his  Convenience, 
why  he  carry ed  thofe  Torches  and  Ladders  with  him. 

* B i 
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Aratus  laughing  at  the  Jeer, and  asking  what  manner  of  Youth  this 
was;  Demerit  es  a Spartan  Exile  replyed,  If  you  have  any  Defigns  upon 
the  Lacedaemonians,  begin  before  this  young  Eagles  Talons  are  grown. 
Prefently  after  this,  Ckomenes  being  in  Arcadia  with  a few  Horfe, 
and  300  Foot,  th c Ephori  fearing  to  engage  in  the  War,  comman- 
ded him  home,  but  upon  his  Retreat,  Aratus  raking  Caphuce , they 
commiffion  d him  again.  In  this  Expedition  he  took  Methudrium , 
and  fpoiled  the  Country  of  the  Argives , and  the  Achaians : to  flop 
his  Vi&ory,  and  fecure  their  Friends,  fent  20000  foot  and  ioco 
Horfe  againft  him,  under  the  Command  of  Arijlomachus.  Cleme- 
nts fac’d  them  at  Palantium , and  offer’d  Battle:  But  Aratus  being 
dafb’d  at  his  Bravery,  would  ngt  fuffer  the  General  to  engage,  but 
retreated,  being  cur  ft  by  the  Achreans , and  hooted  at,  and  (corn’d 
by  the  Spartans , who  were  not  above  5*000,  for  a Coward.  Cleo- 
tnenes  encouraged  by  this  Succefs,  began  to  vaunt  among  the  Citi- 
zens a Sentence  of  one  of  their  ancient  Kings,  who  fa  id.  The  Spartans 
feldom  enquired  how  many  their  Enemies  were , but  where  they  were.  Af- 
ter this,  marching  to  the  Affiftance  of  the  j Cleans  + upon  whom  the 
Achaians  warr’d,and  about  Lycatum  hllmg  upon  the  Enemy  in  their 
Retreat,  he  routed  their  whole  Army,  taking  a great  number  of 
Captives, and  leaving  many  dead  upon  the  Place;  fo  that  it  was  com- 
monly reported  amongft  the  Greeks  that  Aratus  was  Rain.  Bur^ra- 
tus  making  the  beft  Advantage  of^he  Opportunity, prefently  after 
the  Defeat,  march’d  to  Mantinaa , and  before  any  body  fufpe&ed 
ft,  took  the  City,  and  put  a new  Garrifon  into  it.  Upon  this  the 
Lacedaemonians  being  quite  difeouraged,  and  oppofing  Ckomenes  s 
Deftgn  of  carrying  on  the  War,  he  was  eager  to  fend  for  Ar  chi  da- 
mns Agiss  Brother  from  Mejfena,  for  he  of  the  other  Family  had 
a Right  to  the  Kingdom  ; and  befide,  Cleomanes  thought  that  the 
Power  of  the  Ephori  would  be  abated  when  the  Kingly  State  was 
fill’d  up,  and  equally  poifed  between  the  two  Families.  But  thofe  that 
were  concern'd  in  the  Murder  of  Agis  underftanding  the  Defign, 
and  fearing  that  upon  Archidamus’s  Return  they  ftiould  be  call’d  to 
an  Account,  receiv’d  him  coining  privately  into  Town,  waited  on 
him,,  and  prefently  after  murder’d  him ; but  whether  Cleomenes 
was  againft  it  (as  Phylarchus  imagines)  or  whether  he  was  per- 
fwaded  by  his  Friends,  and  wink’d  at  the.  Contrivance,  is  uncer- 
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tain  ; however,  they  were  mod  blam’d,  as  having  forc’d  his  Con- 
fent.  But  he  ftill  refelving  to  new-model  the  State,  brib’d  the 
Ephori  to  make  him  General : and  won  the  Affedtions  of  many 
others  by  means  of  his  Mother  Crateftclaea , who  (pared  no  Coft, 
and  was  very  zealous  to  promote  the  fame  Interefl ; and  though 
of  her  felf  (lie  had  no  Inclination  to  marry,  yet  for  her  Son’s  fake 
(lie  wedded  one  of  the  chiefeft  Citizens  for  Wealth  and  Power. 
Cleomenes  marching  forth  with  the  Army  now  under  his  Com- 
mand, took  Leuflra , a place  belonging  to  Megalopolis ; and  the 
Achaeans  quickly  facing  him  with  a good  body  of  Men  command- 
ed by  Aratus  in  a Battle  under  the  very  Walk  of  the  City,  fome 
part  of  his  Army  was  routed.  But  Aratus  commanding  the  Acha- 
ans  not  to  pafs  a deep  Hollow,  and  flopping  the  Purfuit,  Lydia  das 
the  Megalopclitan  fretting  at  the  Orders,  encouraging  the  Horfe 
which  he  led,  and  purfuing  the  routed  Enemy,  fell  into  a place 
full  of  Vines,  Hedges  and  Ditches ; and  being  forc’d  to  break  his 
Ranks,  was  put  into  a great  Diforder.  Cleomenes  obferving  the  Ad- 
vantage, commanded  the  Tarentines  and  Cretans  to  engage  him, 
by  whom,  after  a brave  Difpute  he  was  routed  and  flam  The 
Lacedaemonians  thus  encouraged  w ith  a great  fhout  fell  upon  the 
Achosans  and  routed  their  whole  Army.  Of  the  (lain,  which  were 
very  many,  fome  Cleomenes  delivered  upon  Articles,  but  the  Body 
of  Lydiadas  he  commanded  toi>e  brought  to  him  : and  tl  e i put- 
ting on  it  a purple  Robe,  and  a Crown  upon  its  Head,  (i  n:  a Con- 
voy with  it  to  the  Gates  of  Megalopolis.  This  Lydiadas  was  the 
Man  that  refign’d  his  Crown,  reflor’d  Liberty  to  the  Citizens,  and 
ioyn’d  the  City  to  the  Achaean  Interefl.  Cleomenes  being  very 
much  railed  by  this  Succefs ; and  perfwaded,  that  if  matters  were 
wholly  at  his  Difpofal,  he  fhouid  quickly  be  too  hard  for  the  Achcc- 
ans.  He  taught  Megijlones  his  Mother’s  Husband,  That  ’twas  ex- 
pedient for  the  State  to  (hake  off  the  Power  of  the  Ephori , and  to 
put  all  their  Wealth  into  one  common  Stock  for  the  whole  Body; 
That  Sparta  being  reftor’d  to  its  old  Equality,  might  be  rais’d  up 
to  be  Miftrifs  of  ail  Greece.  Megijlones  liked  the  Defign,  and  en- 
gaged two  or  three  more  of  his  Friends.  About  that  time  one  of 
the  Ephori  deeping  in  Pajiphaes  Temple,  dream’d  a very  fur-priz- 
ing Dream ; for  he  thought  he  faw  the  four  Chairs  removed  out 
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of  the  place  where  the  Ephori  uied  to  fit  and  hear  Caufes, : and  one 
only  let  there ; and  whilft  he  wondred,  he  heard  a Voice  out  of 
the  Temple,  faying,  This  is  lefl  for  Sparta.  The  Perfon  telling 
Cleomenes  this  Dream,  he  was  a little  troubled  at  firft,  fearing  that 
he  us’d  this  as  a Trick  to  fifthim,  uponfome  Sufpicion  of  his  De- 
fign;  but  when  he  was  fatisfied  that  the  Relater  fpoke  truth,  ho 
took  heart  again;  and  taking  with  him  thofe  whom  he  thought 
would  be  againft  his  model,  he  took  Erea  and  Alcaa,  two  Cities 
of  the  Acheans,  furnilli’d  Orchomenium  with  Provifions,  befieg’d 
Mmtinxa ; and  with  long  marches  fo  harafs’d  the  Lacedemonians, 
that  many  of  them  defir’d  to  be  left  in  Arcadia ; and  he  fatisfy’d 
their  Requeft.  With  the  Mercenaries  he  march’d  to  Sparta,  and 
by  the  way  communicated  his  Defign  to  thofe  whom  he  thought 
fitted:  for  his  Purpofe,  and  march’d  flowly  that  he  might  catch  the 
Ephori  at  Supper.  When  he  was  come  near  the  City,  he  fent  Eu- 
rjcleidas  to  the  Suffitium,  the  eating  place  of  the  Ephori,  under 
pretence  of  carrying  fome  Meflage  from  him  from  the  Army; 
Threicion,  Fhcchis,  and  two  of  thofe  which  were  bred  with  Cleo- 
menes, which  they  call  Samothraca,  follow’d  with  a few  Souldiers; 
And  whilft  Eurycleidas  was  delivering  his  Meflage  to  the  Ephori , 
they  ran  upon  them  with  their  drawn  Swords,  and  flew  them. 
Agefilaus  as  foon  as  he  was  run  through,  fell,  andlay  as  dead ; Jaut 
in  a little  time  he  rofe,  filently  convey’d  himfelf  out  of  the  Room, 
and  crept  undifcover’d  into  a little  Houfe,  which  was  the  Temple 
of  Fear,  and  w’hich  always  us’d  to  be  lhut,  but  was  then  by  chance 
open ; being  got  in,  he  lhut  the  Door,  and  lay  clofe : the  other 
four  were  kill’d,  and  above  ten  more  that  came  to  their  Afliftance; 
to  thofe  that  were  quiet,  they  did  no  harm,  ftopt  none  that  fled 
the  City,  and  fpar’d  Agefilaus,  who  came  out  of  the  Temple  the 
next  day.  The  Lacedemonians  have  not  only  Temples  dedica- 
ted to  Fear,  but  alfo  to  Death,  Laughter,  and  the  like  Paflions; 
nowr  they  worlhip  Fear,  not  as  they  do  thofe  Deities  which  they 
dread,  efteeming  it  hurtful!,  but  thinking  their  Polity  is  chiefly 
kept  up  by  Law;  and  therefore  the  Ephori  ( Ariflctle  is  my  Author) 
when  they  enter  upon  their  Government,  make  Proclamation  to 
the  People,  that  they  fhould  (have  their  Whiskers,  and  be  obedient 
to  the  Laws,  that  they  might  not  be  forc’d  to  be  fevere,  ufing  this 

trivial 
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trivial  Particular  (in  my  opinion)  to  accuftom  their  Youth  to  O- 
bedience  even  in  the  fmalleft  Matters.  And  the  Ancients,  I think, 
did  not  imagine  Fortitude  to  be  plain  fearlefsnefs,  but  a cautious 
Fear  of  Infamy  and  Difgrace:  for  thofe  that  Ihow  moll  Fear  to- 
wards the  Laws,  are  moll  bold  againft  their  Enemies ; and  thofe 
are  leaft  afraid  of  any  Danger,  who  are  moll  afraid  of  a juft  re- 
proach. Therefore  he  faid  well s 

A Reverence  fill  attends  on  Fear, 

And  Homer, 

Fear'd  you  J ball  bey, dear  7/Hcle,  and  rever'd. 

And  again, 

In  filence  fearing  thofe  that  lore  the  fway. 

For  !tis  very  commonly  feen,  that  Men  reverence  thofe  whom 
they  fear ; and  therefore  the  Lacedemonians  plac’d  the  Temple  of 
Fear  by  the  Sufitium  of  the  Ephori,  having  rais’d  their  Power  to 
almoft  abfolute  Monarchy. 

The  next  day  Cleomenes  proferib’d  80  of  the  Citizens,  whom  he 
thought  neceflary  to  banifh,  and  removed  all  the  Seats  of  the 
Ephori  except  one,  in  which  he  himfelf  defign’d  to  lit,  and  hear 
Caufes and  calling  the  Citizens  together,  he  made  an  Apology 
for  his  Proceedings,  faying,  That  by  Lycurgus  the  Senate  was 
joyn’d  to  the  Kings,  and  that  that  model  of  Government  had  con- 
tinued a long  time,  and  needed  no  other  fort  of  Magiftrates  to 
give  it  perfection.  But  afterward  in  the  long  War  with  the  Mef 
fenians,  when  the  Kings  being  to  command  the  Army,  had  no 
time  to  attend  civil  Caufes,  they  chofe  fome  of  their  Friends,  and 
left  them  to  determine  the  Suits  of  the  Citizens  in  their  ftead. 
Thefe  were  call’d  Ephori,  and  at  firft  behav’d  themfelves  as  Ser- 
vants to  the  Kings,  but  afterward  by  degrees  they  appropriated 
the  Power  to  themfelves,  and  erected  a diftin<ft  fort  of  Magiftracy. 
An  evidence  of  the  Truth  of  this  may  be  taken  from  the  ufual 
Behaviour  of  the  Kings,  who  upon  the  firft  and  fecond  Mdlage  of 
the  Ephori,  refufc  to  go,  but  upon  the  third  readily  attend  them : 
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And  Afteropns , the  firft  that  rais’d  the  Ephori  to  that  height  of 
Pdwer,  liv’d  a great  many  years  after  their  Inflitution;  therefore 
whil’ft  they  modeftly  contain’d  themfelves  within  their  own  proper 
Sphear,  ’twas  better  to  bear  with  them  than  to  make  a diftur- 
bance.  But  that  an  upftart  introduc’d  Power  fhould  fo  far  de- 
ftroy'the  old  model  of  Government,  as  to  banifli  fome  Kings, 
murder  others  without  hearing  their  defence,  and  threaten  tliofe 
whodefir’d  to  fee  the  bell  and  mod  divine  Conftttution  reftor’din 
Sparta , was  unfuffe.rable.  Therefore  df  it  had  been  poffibie  for 
him  without  Bloodlhed,  to  have  freed  Lacedaemon  irom  thofe 
foreign  Plagues,  Luxury,  Vanity,  Debts  and  Ufury,  and  from 
thofe  more  ancient  Evils,  Poverty  and  Riches,  he  fhould  have 
thought  himfelf  the  happiefl  King  in  the  World,  having  like  an 
expert  Phyfician  cur’d  the  Difeafes  of  his  Countrey  without  pain. 
But  now  in  this  neceffity  Lycurguss  Example  favour’d  his  Proceed- 
ings, who  being  neither  King,  nor  Magiftrate,  but  a private 
Man,  and  aiming  at  the  Kingdom,  came  arm’d  into  the  Market- 
place, and  for  fear  of  the  King  Carileus  fled  to  the  Altar.:  but  he 
being  a good  Man,  and  a lover  of  his  Couritrey,  readily  confen- 
ted  to  Lycurguss  Project,  and  admitted  an  Alteration  in  the  State. 
Thus  by  his  own  Addons  Lycurgus  Ihow’d,  That  it  was  difficult 
to  correct  the  Government  without  Force  and  Fear,  in  ufing 
which,  he  laid,  he  w ould  be  fo  moderate,  as  never  to  defire  their 
Afliftance,  but  either  to  terrifie  or  ruine  the  Enemies  of  Sparta’s 
Happihefs  and  Safety.  He  commanded  that  ail  the  Land  fhould 
be  left  in  common,  and  private  Claims  laid  afide:  That  Debtors 
fhould  be  difcharged  of  their  Debts,  and  a Arid:  fearch  made,  who 
were  Foreigners,  and  who  not : That  the  true  Spartans , recover- 
ing their  Courage,  might  defend  the  City  by  their  Arms,  and 
that  we  may  no  longer  fee  Laconia,  for  want  of  a 1'ufficient  num- 
ber to  fecure  it,  wafted  by  the  /. Ltolians  and  Illyrians . Then  he 
himfelf  firft,  with  his  Father-in-law  Megiftones,  and  his  Friends, 
brought  all  their  Wealth  into  one  publick  Stock,  and  all  the  other 
Citizens  follow’d  the  example:  the  Land  was  divided,  and  every 
one  that  he  had  banifh’d,  had  a fhare  affign’d  him ; for  he  pro- 
mis’d to  reftore  all,  as  Toon  as  things  were  fettled  and  in  quiet; 
and  compieat'ing  the  common  number  of  Citizens,  out  of  the  belt 

and 
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and  moft  agreeable  of  the  neighbouring  Inhabitants,  lie  rais’d  a Body 
of  4000  Men,  and  in  dead  of  a Spear,  taught  them  to  ufe  a Sariffa,  (a 
long  Pike)  with  both  hands,  and  to  carry  their  Shields  by  a String  faft- 
ned  round  their  Arms,  and  not  by  a Handle,  as  before.  After  this  he 
began  to  confult  about  the  exercifing  and  breeding  of  the  Youth, 
(many  Particulars  of  which,  Sphcerus  being  then  at  Sparta,  directed) 
and  in  a fhort  time  the  Schools  of  Exercife,  and  their  Sujptia,  (common 
eating  Places)  recover’d  their  ancient  Decency  and  Order,  a few  out  of 
nece(Tity,but  the  moft  voluntarily  applying  themlelves  to  that  generous 
and  Laconick  way  of  Living : befides,  that  the  Name  of  Monarch  might 
give  them  no  jealoufte,  he  made  Eucleidas , his  Brother,  Partner  in  the 
Throne ; and  that  was  the  only  time  that  Sparta  had  two  Kings  of  the 
fame  Family.  Then  underftanding  that  the  Achceans  and  Aratus  ima- 
gin'd that  this  Change  had  difturb’d  and  fliaken  his  Affairs,  and  that  he 
would  not  venture  out  of  Sparta,  and  leave  the  City  now  unfcttled  by 
fo  great  an  Alteration,  he  thought  it  great  and  ferviceable  to  his  De- 
figns,  to  convince  his  Enemies  that  he  was  eagerly  defirous  of  a War  : 
And  therefore  making  an  Incurfion  into  the  Territories  of  Megalopolis, 
he  wafted  the  Countrey  very  much,  and  got  a confiderable  Booty.  And 
at  laft  taking  thofe  that  us’d  to  a<ft  in  the  publick  Solemnities  travell- 
ing from  Meffena,  and  building  a Theater  in  the  Enemies  Countrey,  and 
fetting  a Prize  of  40/.  value, he  fate  Spectator  a whole  day ; not  that  he 
either  defir’d  or  needed  fuch  a Divertifement,but  as  it  were  infulting  o’re 
his  Enemies,  and  that  by  thus  manifeftly  defpifing  them,  he  might 
fliow  that  he  had  more  than  conquer’d  the  Achtcans  : For  that  alone  of 
all  the  Greek  or  Kings  Armies  had  no  Stage-players,  no  Juglers,  no 
dancing  or  finging  Women  attending  it,  but  was  free  from  all  forts  of 
Loofneis,  Wantonnefs  and  Foppery  ; the  young  Men  being  for  the 
moft  part  upon  Duty,  and  the  old  Men  teaching  them  at  leiiure  time 
to  apply  themfelves  to  their  ufual  Drollery,  and  to  rally  one  another 
facetioufly  after  the  Lawnick  falhion ; the  Advantages  of  which  I have 
difeover’d  in  the  Life  of  Lycurgus.  He  himfelf  inftrucled  all  by  his  Ex- 
ample : he  was  a living  Pattern  of  Temperance  before  every  bodies 
eyes,  and  his  courfe  of  Living  was  neither  more  ftately  nor  more  expen- 
five  than  any  of  the  Commons.  And  this  was  a confiderable  Advan- 
tage to  him  in  his  Defigns  on  Greece ; for  Men  when  they  waited  upon 
other  Kings,  did  not  fo  much  admire  their  Wealth,  coftly  Furniture,and 
numerous  Attendance,  as  they  hated  their  Pride  and  State,  their  diffi- 
culty of  Accefs,  and  fcornful  commanding'Anfwers  to  their  Petitions. 

C But 
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But  when  they  came  to  Cleomenes,  who  was  both  really  a King,  and 
bore  that  Title,  and  law  no  Purple,  no  Robes  of  State  upon  him,  no 
Chairs  and  Couches  about  him  for  his  eafe,  and  that  he  did  not  re- 
ceive Petitions,  and  return  Anfwers  after  a long  delay,  by  a number  of 
Melfengers,  Waiters,  or  by  Bills,  but  that  he  role  and  came  forward  to 
meet  thofe  that  came  to  wait  upon  him,  Raid,  talk’d  freely  and  graci- 
oufiy  with  all  that  had  Bufinefs,  they  were  extreamly  taken,  won  to 
his  Sendee,  and  profefs’d  that  he  alone  was  the  true  Son  of  Hercules. 
His  common  every  days  Meal  was  in  a mean  Room,  very  fparing,  and 
after  the  Laconick  manner ; and  when  he  entertain’d  Ambafladors  or 
Strangers,  two  more  Beds  were  added,  and  a little  better  Dinner  pro- 
vided by  his  Servants;  but  no  Fricacies,no  Dainties,  only  the  Difhes 
were  larger,  and  the  Wine  more  plentiful;  for  he  reprov’d  one  of  his 
Friends  for  entertaining  fome  Strangers,  with  nothing  but  Pulfe  and 
black  Broth,  fuch  Diet  as  they  ufually  had  in  their  Fhiditia,  laying. 
That  upon  fuch  occafions,  and  when  they  treat  Strangers,  ’twas  not 
requifite  to  be  too  exadl  Laconians.  After  Supper,  a Stand  was  brought 
in  with  a brafs  Veflel  full  of  Wine,  two  fiver  Pots,  which  heldalmofl 
a Quart  apiece,  a few  fiver  Cups,  of  which  he  that  pleafs’d  might 
drink,  but  no  Liquor  was  forc’d  on  any  of  the  Guefts.  There  was  no 
Mufick,  nor  was  any  requir’d ; for  he  entertain’d  the  Company, 
fometimes  asking  Queltions,  fometimes  telling  Stories : And  his  Dif- 
courfe  was  neither  too  grave,  and  unpleafantly  ferious,  nor  vain  and 
abuf  ve,  but  merrily  facetious ; for  he  thought  thofe  ways  of  catching 
Men  by  Gifts  and  Prefents,  which  other  Kings  ufe,  to  be  mean  and 
inartificial;  and  it  feem’d  to  him  to  be  the  molt  glorious  method, 
and  molt:  fuitable  to  a King,  to  win  the  AlFedtions  of  thofe  that  came 
near  him,  by  pleafant  Difcourfe,  and  unaffected  Converfation:  for  a 
friend  and  Mercenary  differ  only  in  this,  that  the  one  is  made  by  Con- 
verfation and  Agreeablenels  of  Humour,  and  the  other  by  Reward.  The 
Mantineans  were  the  firlt  that  oblig’d  him ; for ‘getting  by  night  in- 
to the  City,  and  driving  out  the  Acbcean  Garrifon,  they  put  them- 
felves  under  his  Protection : he  reltor’d  them  their  Polity  and  Laws, 
and  the  fame  day  march’d  to  Tegea ; and  a little  while  after  fetching 
a Compafs  through  Arcadia,  he  made  a defeent  upon  Pberx  in  Achaia, 
intending  to  force  Aratus  to  a Battel,  or  bring  him  into  Difrepute,  for 
refufng  to  engage,  and  buffering  him  to  wall  the  Countrey : Hyper- 
hatus  at  that  time  commanded  the  Army,  but  Aratus  had  all  the  Pow- 
er among!!  the  Achaans.  The  Acbceans  marching  forth  with  their 

whole 
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whole  Strength,  and  incamping  in  Dumcece,  about  Hecatmlceum , Cleo- 
menes came  up,  and  thinking  it  not  advifable  to  pitch  between  Du 
mace,  a City  of  the  Enemies,  and  the  Camp  of  the  Achaeans,  he  bold- 
ly dar’d  the  Achccans , and  forc’d  them  to  a Battel,  and  routing  the  Pha- 
lanx ,flew  a great  many  in  the  Fight,  and  took  many  Frifoners;  thence 
marching  to  Lagon,  and  driving  out  the  Achaean  Garrifon,  he  reftor’d 
the  City  to  the  Elreans.  The  Affairs  of  the  Achreans  being  in  this  de- 
fperate  condition,  Aratus , who  was  wont  to  continue  in  his  Govern- 
ment above  a year,  refus’d  the  Command,  though  they  entreated  and 
urg’d  him  to  accept  it ; and  this  was  ill  done,  when  the  Storm  was 
high,  to  put  the  Power  out  of  his  own  hands, and  fet  another  to  the  Helm. 
Cleomenes  at  firfl  propos’d  fair  and  eafie  Conditions  by  his  Ambaffadors 
to  the  Achteans ; but  afterward  he  fent  others,  and  requir’d  the  chief 
Command  to  be  fettled  upon  him ; and  in  other  Matters  he  promis’d  to 
agree  to  reafonable  Terms,  and  to  reftore  their  Captives  and  their  Coun- 
trey. The  Achteans  were  willing  to  come  to  an  agreement  upon  thole 
terms,  and  invited  Cleomenes  to  Lerna,  where  an  AfTembly  was  to  beheld; 
but  it  hapned  that  Cleomenes  haftily  marching  on,  and  unreafonably 
drinking  Water,  brought  up  abundance  of  Blood,  and  loft  his  Voice: 
therefore  being  unable  to  continue  his  March,  he  fent  the  chiefeft  of  the 
Captives  to  the  Achatans,  and  putting  off  the  Meeting  for  fome  time 
retir’d  to  Lacedaemon.  This  ruin’d  the  Affairs  of  Greece , which  was  juft 
then  ready  to  recover  it  fe If  out  of  its  Difafters,  and  avoid  the  infult- 
ing  and  Covetoufnefs  of  the  Macedonians : for  Aratus,  whether  fearing 
or  diftrufting  Cleomenes,  or  envying  his  unlook’d-for  Succefs;  or  think- 
ing it  a difgrace  for  him  who  had  commanded  3 3 years,  to  have  a 
young  Man  fucceed  to  all  his  Glory  and  his  Power,  and  be  Head  of 
that  Government  which  he  had  been  raifing  and  fetling  fo  many  years; 
he  firfh  endeavour’d  to  keep  the  Achaeans  from  clofing  with  Cleomenes ; 
but  when  they  would  not  hearken  to  him*  fearing  Cleomenes  s daring 
Spirit,  and  thinking  the  Lacedaemonians  Propofals  to  be  very  reafonable 
who  defign’d  only  to  reduce  Peloponnefus  to  its  old  Model,  he  took  his 
laft  Refuge,  in  an  Atftion  which  was  unbecoming  any  of  the  Greeks, 
moft  difhonourable  to  him,  and  moft  unworthy  his  former  Bravery 
and  Exploits:  for  he  call’d  Antigonus  into  Greece,  and  fill’d  Peloponnefus 
with  Macedonians,  whom  he  himfelf,  when  a Youth,  having  beaten 
their  Garrifon  out  of  the  Caftle  of  Corinth,  had  driven  from  the  fame 
Countrey;  befide  hedeclard  himfelf  an  Enemy  to  all  Kings,  and  hath 
left  many  dilhonourable  Stories  of  this  fame  Antigonus,  in  thofe  Com- 

Ti  - mentarics 


12  The  LIFE  of  Cleomenes. 

mentarles  which  he  wrote.  And  though  he  declares  that  he  fuller'd 
eonfiderable  Loffes,  and  underwent  great  dangers,  that  he  might  free 
Athens  from  the  Power  of  the  Macedonians , yet  afterward  he  brought 
the  very  fame  Men  arm’d  into  his  own  Countrey,  and  his  own  Houfe, 
even  to  the  Womens  Apartment.  He  would  not  endure,  that  one  of 
the  Family  of  Hercules , and  King  of  Sparta , and  one  that  had  re* 
form’d  the  Polity  of  his  Countrey,  as  it  were  a diforder’d  Harmony, 
and  tun’d  it  to  the  plain  Dorick  mealure  of  Lycurgus , to  be  ftyl’d.  Head 
of  the  Trice ^eans  and  Skyonians ; and  whilft  he  fled  the  Pulle  and  ihort 
Coat,  and,  which  were  his  chief  Accufations  againfl  Cleomenes , the  ex- 
tirpation of  Wealth,  and  reformation  of  Poverty,  he  bafely  fubjedted 
himfelf,  together  with  Achceay o the  Diadem  and  Purple,  to  the  impe- 
rious Commands  of  the  Macedonians,  and  their  Satrap#.  That  he 
might  not  feem  to  be  under  Cleomenes , he  facrific’d  the  Antigonea,  (Sa- 
crifices in  Honour  of  Antigonus)  and  fung  Pcsan-s  himfelf  with  a Garland 
on  his  Head,  to  the  Honour  of  a rotten,  confumptive  Macedonian . 

I write  this  not  out  of  any  defign  to  difgrace  Aratus  (for  in  many 
things  he  fhew’d  himfelf  vigorous  for  the  Grcecian  Interefl,  and  a great 
Man)  but  out  of  pity  to  the  weaknefs  of  Humane  Nature,which,in  fuch 
aPerfon  fo excellent, and  fo  many  waysdifpofed  to  Vertue, cannot  attain 
to  a State  irreprehenfible.  The  Achceans  meeting  again  at  Argos,  and 
Cleomenes  defeending  from  Tegea,  there  were  great  hopes  that  all  Dif- 
ferences would  be  compos’d.  But  Aratus,  Antigonus , and  He  having 
already  agreed  upon  the  chief  Articles  of  their  League,  fearing  that 
Cleomenes  would  carry  all  before  him, and  either  win, or  force  the  Multi- 
tude to  comply  with  his  Demands,  propos'd,  that,  having  three  hundred 
Hoflages  put  into  his  Hands,  he  ihould  come  alone  into  the  Town,  or 
bring  his  Army  to  the  place  of  Exercife,  call’d  Cillarabion 7 without 
the  City,  and  treat  there. 

Cleomenes  hearing  this,  faid,  That  he  was  unjuflly  dealt  with  ; for 
they  ought  to  have  told  him  fo  plainly  at  firfl,  and  not  now  he  was 
come  even  to  their  Doors,  fhow  their  Jealoufie,  and  deny  him  Admiffi- 
on:  and  writing  an  Epiftle  to  the  Ach#ans  about  the  fame  Subjedl;  the 
greatefl  part  of  which  was  an  Accufation  of  Aratus ; and  Aratus , on  the 
other  fide,  dipping  up  his  Faults  to  the  Affembly,  he  haftily  diflodg’d; 
andfent  a Trumpeter  to  denounce  War  againfl  the  Achasans,  but  not 
to  Argos. but  to  AEgium, as  Aratus  delivers, that  he  might  not  give  them 
notice  enough  to  make  Provifion  for  their  Defence.  Upon  this,  the 
Achceans  wer  e mightily  diflurb’d,  the  common  People  expecting  a Di- 
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vifion  of  the  Land, and  a Releafe  from  their  Debts;  and  ths  chief  Men 
being  on  many  Accounts  difpleas’d  with  Aratus , and  fome  Angry  and 
at  odds  with  him,  as  the  occafion  of  the  Macedonians  defcent  on  Pelo - 
ponnefus.  Encouraged  by  tliefe  Mifunderftandings,  Cleomenes  invades 
Achaea ; and  firft  took  Tellene  by  furprile,  and  beat  out  the  Achaean 
Garrilon;  and  afterward  brought  over  Pheneon  and  Pentelccon  to  his 
fide.  Now  the  Achaeans  fufpedting  fome  treacherous  Defigns  at  Corinth 
and  Sicyon,  fent  their  Horfe  and  Mercenaries  out  of  Argos  to  have  an 
Eye  upon  thofe  Cities,  and  they  themfelves  went  to  Argos  to  cele- 
brate the  Nemean  Games.  Cleomenes  advertis’d  of  this  march,  and  ho- 
ping (as  it  afterward  fell  out)  that  upon  an  unexpe&ed  Advance  to  the 
City  now  bufied  in  the  Solemnity  of  the  Games,  and  throng’d  with 
numerous  Spectators  he  lliould  raife  a confiderable  Terror  and  Confu- 
fion  amoiagft  them ; by  night  he  march’d  with  his  Army  to  the  Walls, 
and  taking,  the  quarter  of  the  Town  call’d  Afpis , which  lies  above  the 
Theater,  a place  well  fortify’d,  and  hard  to  be  approach’d,  he  fo  terri- 
fy’d  them,  that  none  offer’d  to  refill:,  but  agreed  to  accept  a Garrifon, 
to  give  twenty  Citizens  for  Hoftages,and  to  afiift  the  Lacedaemonians, 
and  that  he  Ihould  have  the  chief  Command.  This  Addon  confider- 
ably  encreas’d  his  Reputation,  and  his  Power;  for  the  ancient  Spartan 
Kings,  though  they  many  ways  endeavour’d  to  effed  it,  could  never 
bring  Argos  to  be  ftedfaftly  and  fincerely  theirs.  And  Pyrrhus  a moll 
experienc’d  Captain,  and  brave  Souldier,  though  be  entred  the  City 
by  force,  could  not  keep  Pofleffion,  but  was  flain  himfelf  with  a con- 
fiderable part  of  his  Army  : Therefore  they  admir’d  the  Difpatch  and 
Contrivance  of  Cleomenes ; and  thofe  that  before  derided  him  for  fay- 
ing that  he  imitated  Solon  and  Lycurgus  in  releafing  the  People  from 
their  debts, and  in  equally  dividing  the  Wealth  of  the  Citizens, were  now 
perfwaded.that  he  was  the  caufe  of  the  defirable  Alterations  in  the 
Sparta): Common- wealth : For  before  they  were  very  low  in  the  World, 
and  fo  unable  to  fecure  their  own  that  the  AEtolians  invading  Laconia , 
brought  away  fifty  thoufand  Slaves;  (fo  that  one  of  the  elder  Spartans 
is  reported  to  have  laid.  That  They  had  done  Laconia  a kindnefs  by  un- 
burdening it)  and  yet  a little  while  after  applying  themfelves  to  their 
own  Cufloms,  and  ancient  Inftitution,  they  gave  notable  Inftances  of 
Courage  as  Obedience,  and  if  they  had  been  under  the  Eye  of  Ly- 
curgus  himfelf;  and  quickly  rais’d  Sparta  to  be  Head  of  all  Greece,  and 
recover’d  Pel  ponnefus  to  themfelves.  Whilft  Argos  wa s taken,  and 
Cleonae  and  P Alius  fided  with  Cleomenes , Aratus  was  at  Corinth  (catch- 
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ing  after  fome,  who  were  reported  to  favour  the  Spartan  Intereft. 
The  News  being  brought  to  him,  difturb’d  him  very  much ; for  he 
perceiv’d  the  City  inclining  to  Cleomenes , and  the  Achceans  willing  to 
be  at  eafe;  therefore  he  call’d  all  the  Citizens  into  the  common  Hall, 
and,  as  it  were  undefignedly  retreating  to  the  Gate,  he  mounted  his 
Horfe  that  flood  ready  there,  and  fled  to  Sicjon ; and  the  Corinthians 
mide  fuch  haft  to  Cleomenes  at  Argos,  that  ( as  Aratus  fays)  ft  riving 
who  ihould  be  firft  there,  they  fpoil’d  all  their  Horfes:  and  Cleomenes 
was  very  angry  with  the  Corinthians  for  letting  Aratus  eicape : And 
Megiflones  came  from  Cleomenes  to  him,  defiring  him  to  deliver  up  the 
Caftle  of  Corinth,  which  was  then  garrifon’d  by  the  Achceans  and  of- 
fer’d him  a confiderable  Sum -of  Money;  and  that  he  anfwercd.  That 
Matters  were  not  now  in  his  Power , but  he.  in  theirs . Thus  Aratus  him- 
felf  writes.  But  Cleomenes  marching  from  Argos,  and  taking  in  the 
Trcezeniam,  Epidaurians , and  Hermioneans , came  to  Corinth,  and  block’d 
up  the  Caftle  which  the  Achceans  would  not  furrender;  and  fending 
for  Aratus  s Friends  and  Stewards  committed  his  Houle  and  Eftate  to 
their  Care  and  Management;  and  fent  Tritimallus  the  MejJenian  to  him 
a fecond  time,  defiring  that  the  Caftle  might  be  equally  garrifon’d  by 
the  Spartans  and  Achceans , and  promifing  to  Aratus  himfelf  double  the 
Penfion  that  he  receiv’d  from  King  Ptolomy : But  Aratus  refufing  the 
Conditions,  and  fending  his  own  Son  with  other  Hoftages  to  Antigo • 
nus,  and  perfwading  the  Achceans  to  make  a Decree  for  delivering  the 
Caftle  into  Antigonus’  s Hands,  Cleomenes  invaded  the  Territority  of  the 
Sicyonians , and  by  a Decree  of  the  Corinthians * feiz’d  on  al!  Aratus’s 
Eftate.  In  the  mean  time  Antigonus , with  a great  Army,  pafs’d  Gera- 
nia,  and  Cleomenes  thinking  it  more  advifeable  to  fortifie  and  garrifon, 
not  the  Ifihmus,  but  the  Mountains  called  Onia,  and  by  a long  Siege 
and  Sklrm ifhes  to  weary  the  Macedonians,  than  to  venture  a fet  Battle, 
put  his  Defign  in  Execution,  which  very  much  diftrefs’d  Antigonus  ; 
for  he  had  not  brought  Victuals  fufficient  for  his  Army;  nor  was  it 
eafie  to  force  away  through  whilft  Cleomenes  guarded  the  Pafs.  He 
attempted  by  night  to  pals  through  Lechceum , but  fail’d,  and  loft  fome 
Men ; fo  that  Cleomenes  and  his  Army  were  mightily  encouraged,  and 
fo  fluflit  with  the  Victory,  and  they  went  merrily  to  Supper;  and^fo- 
tigonus  was  very  much  dejecfted,  being  reduc’d  to  thofe  miferable 
ftraits.  At  laft  he  defign’d  to  march  to  the  Promontory  Herceum,  and 
thence  tranfport  his  Army  in  Boats  to  Sicyon,  which  would  take  up  a 
great  deal  of  time,  and  be  very  chargeable.  The  fame  time  about  E- 

- vening 


The  LIFE  of  Cleomcnes.  15 

veningfome  of  Aratuss  Friends  came  from  Argos  by  Sea,  and  invited 
hiip  to  return,  for  the  A r gives  would  revolt  from  Clecmenes.  Arijlo - 
tie  was  the  Man  that  wrought  the  Revolt,  and  he  had  no  hard  task  to 
perfwade  the  common  People  ; for  they  were  all  angry  with  Cleome- 
nes  for  not  releafing  them  from  their  Debts  as  they  expedted.  Upon 
this  Advertifement^rtftax  with  fifteen  hundred  of  Aniigonuss  Souldiers 
fail’d  to  Epidaurus  ; but  Ariflotle  not  flaying  for  his  coming,  drew 
out  the  Citizens,  and  fought  againft  the  Garrifon  of  the  Caftle,  and 
Timoxenus  with  the  Acfaeans  from  Sicyon , came  to  his  Afliflance.  Cle - 
omenes  heard  the  News  about  the  fecond  Watch  of"  the  Night,  and 
fending  for  Megiflones  angrily  commanded  him  to  go  and  fet  things 
right  at  Argos.  This  Megiflones  was  the  Man  who  pafs’d  his  word  for 
the  Argives  Loyalty,  and  perfwaded  him  not  to  banifli  the  fufpedted. 
This  Megiflones  he  difpatch’d  with  two  thoufand  Souldiers,  and  ob- 
ferv’d  Antigonus  himfelf,  and  encouraged  the  Corinthians , pretending 
that  there  was  no  great  matter  in  the  Stirs  at  Argos,  but  only  a lit- 
tle Difturbance  rais’d  by  a few  inconfiderable  Perfons.  But  when  Me- 
giflones, entring  Argos,  was  (lain,  and  the  Garrifon  could  fcarce  hold 
out,  and  frequent  Meflengers  came  to  Cleomenes  for  Succours,  he  fear- 
ing leaf!  the  Enemy  having  taken  Argos,  fliould  fhut  up  the  Palles, 
and  fecurely  wafle  Laconia,  and  hefiege  Sparta  it  felf,  which  he  had 
left  without  Forces;  he  diflodg’d  from  Corinth,  and  prefently  loft  that 
City  ; for  Antigonus  entred  it,  and  garrifon  d the  Town.  He  turn’d 
afide  from  his  direcft  March,  and  aftaulting  the  Wall  of  Argos,  endea- 
vour’d to  break  in;  and  having  clear’d  a way  under  the  quarter  called 
Afpis,  he  joyn’d  the  Garrifon  which  ftill  held  out  againft  the  Ackeans; 
fome  parts  of  the  City  he  fcal’d,  and  took,  and  his  Cretan  Archers 
clear’d  the  Streets.  But  when  he  faw  Antigonus  with  his  Phalanx  de- 
fcendirfg  from  the  Mountains  into  the  Plain,  and  the  Horfe  on  all  Tides 
entring  the  City,  he  thought  it  impoffible  to  maintain  his  Poft,  and 
therefore  with  all  his  Men  made  a fafe  Retreat  behind  the  Wall.  Ha- 
ving in  a fliort  time  rais’d  himfelf  to  a confiderable  height,  and  in  one 
March  made  himfelf  Mafter  of  almoft  all  Peloponnefus,  and  loft  ail  a- 
gain  in  as  fliort  a time:  For  fome  of  his  Allies  prefently  forfook  him, and 
others  not  long  after  put  themfelves  under  Antigonus ?s  Protection. 
His  Army  thus  defeated*  as  he  was  leading  back  the  Relicks  of  his 
Forces,  fome  from  Lacedcemon  met  him  in  the  Evening  at  Tegea,  and 
brought  him  News  of  as  great  a Misfortune  as  that  which  he  had  late- 
ly fuffer’d,  and  that  was  the  Death  of  his  Wife,  whom  he  doted  on 
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fo  much,  that  when  he  was  moil  prosperous,  he  would  ever  now  and 
then  make  a ftep  to  Sparta , to  vifit  his  beloved  AEgiatis. 

This  News  affli&ed  him  extreamly,  and  he  griev’d,  as  a young  Man 
would  do  for  the  lofs  of  a very  beautiful  and  excellent  Wife ; yet  his  Paf- 
fion  did  not  debafe  the  greatnefs  of  his  Mind,  but  keeping  his  ufual 
Voice,  his  Countenance,  and  his  Habit,  he  gave  neceflary  Orders  to  his 
Captains,  and  took  care  to  fecure  the  tegeans . The  next  day  he  re- 
tir’d to  Sparta , and  having  at  home  with  his  Mother  and  Children  be- 
wail’d the  lofs,  and  finifo’d  his  Mourning,  he  prefently  appear’d  about 
the  publick  Affairs  of  the  State.  Now  Ptolomy , the  King  of  ^ Egypt, 
promis’d  him  AlTiflance,  but  demanded  his  Mother  and  Children  for 
Hoflages  : this  for  fome  confiderable  time  he  was  afham’d  to  difcover 
to  his  Mother  ; and  though  he  often  went  to  her  on  purpofe,  and  was 
juft  upon  the  Difcourfe,  yet  ftill  refrain’d,  and  kept  it  to  himfelf:  fo 
that  foe  began  to  fufpedi  fomewhat,  and  ask’d  his  Friends,Whether  Cleo- 
menes had  lomewhat  to  fay  to  her,  which  he  was  afraid  to  fpeak  > At 
laft  Cleomenes  venturing  to  tell  her,  file  laugh’d  heartily,  and  faid.  Was 
this  the  thing  that  you  had  often  a mind  to  tell  me , and  was  afraid  ? Why 
do  not  you  put  me  on  Shipboard , and  fend  this  Carkafe  where  it  may  he  mojl 
ferviceable  to  Sparta,  before  Age  wafies  it  unprofit  ably  here  ? Therefore 
all  things  being  provided  for.  the  Voyage,  they  went  to  Tccnarus  on 
Foot,  and  the  Army  waited  on  them.  Crateficleea. , when  foe  was 
ready  to  go  on  Board,  took  Cleomenes  afide  into  Neptune's  Temple, 
and  embracing  him  who  was  very  much  dejected,  and  extreamly 
difcompos’d,  foe  faid  thus.  Go  to  King  of  Sparta ; when  we  are  without 
door , let  none  fee  us  Weep , or  fbow  any  Pafiion  below  the  Honour  and 
Dignity  of  Sparta ; for  that  alone  is  in  our  own  Power ; as  for  Succefs  or 
Difappointments,  thofe  wait  on  us  as  the  Deity  decrees . Having  faid 
thus,  and  compos’d  her  Countenance,  foe  went  to  the  Ship  with  her 
little  Grandlon,  and  bad  the  Pilot  put  prefently  out  to  Sea.  When 
foe  came  to  dEgypt , and  underftood  that  Ptolomy  entertain’d  Propo- 
lals  and  Overtures  of  Peace  from  Antigonus , and  that  Cleomenes , tho 
the  Achreans  invited  and  urg’d  him  to  an  Agreemenr,was  afraid,for  her 
fake,  to  come  to  any,  without  Ptolomy  s content,  foe  wrote  to  him, 
advifing  him  to  do  that  which  was  moft  becoming  and  mod  profitable 
for  Sparta , and  not  for  the  fake  of  an  old  Woman  and  a little  Child, 
always  {land  in  fear  of  Ptolomy:  this  Character  foe  maintain’d 
in  her  Misfortunes.  Antigonus  having  taken  Tegea>  and  plunder’d  Or- 
chcmsnum  and  MantinxajCleomenes  was  fout  up  within  the  narrow  Bounds 
of  Laconia^tid  made  fuch  of  the  tie  dots  as  could  pay  five  Attick  pounds. 
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&ee  of  Sparta,  and  by  that  means  got  together  500  Talents;  and 
arming  xooo  after  the  Macedonian  fafhion,  that  he  might  make 
a Body  fit  to  oppofe  Antigenus's  Lucafpid<e  ( white  Shields)  lie 
undertook  a very  confiderable  and  very  furprizing  Enterprize. 
Megalopolis  was  at  that  time  a Gity  of  it  (elf,  as  big  and  as  pow- 
erful as  Sparta , and  had  the  Forces  of  the  Achxans  and  Antige- 
nus encamping  on  its  Tides ; and  it  was  chiefly  the  Mgalopclitans 
doing,  that  Antigonus  was  call’d  in  to  allift  the  Achaeans.  Cle- 
omenes  having  a defign  upon  this  City,  (no  ACtion  was  ever 
more  fudden  and  more  unexpected)  order’d  his  Men  to  take 
five  days  Provifion,  and  fo  march’d  to  Sellafia;  as  if  he  intended 
to  fpoii  the  Country  ofth tArgives;  but  from  thence  making 
a defeent  into  the  Territories  of  Megalopolis , and  re fre iking 
his  Army  about  Rhztium,  he  march’d  through  Helicon , direCtly 
to  theCity.  When  he  was  not  far  off  the  Town,  he  Ipnt  Panteus 
with  two  Regiments  to  furprizeth  q Mefopyrgion,  (the  Quarter 
between  the  two  Towers)  which  he  underitood  to  be  the  moil 
unguarded  Quarter  of  the  Megalopolitans  Fortifications ; and 
with  the  reft  of  his  Forces  he  follow’d  leifurely  Pant  ax,  not  on- 
ly furpriz’d  that  place,  but  finding  a great  part  of  the  Wall 
without  Guards,  he  pull’d  down  fome  Places,  and  demoliflfd 
others,  and  kill’d  all  the  Defenders  that  he  found.  Whilft  he 
was  thus  bufied,  CUomnes  came  up  to  him,  and  was  got  with 
his  Army  within  the  City,  before  the  Megalopolitans  knew  of 
the  furprize  : At  laft,  as  loon  as  it  was  dilcover’d,  fo.ne  left 
the  Town  immediately,  taking  with  them  what  Money  they 
had  ready;  fome  arm’d,  and  engag’d  the  Enemy;  andtho* 
they  were  not  able  to  beat  them  out,  yet  they  gave  their  Ci- 
tizens time  and  opportunity  iafely  to  retire  : io  that  there  were 
not  above  1000  Perfons  left  in  the  Town,  all  the  reft  flying 
with  their  Wives  and  Children, and  efcaping  to  Mejjena.  A great 
number  of  thole  that  arm’d  and  fought  the  Enemy,  were  lav'd, 
and  very  few  taken,  am&ngft  whom  were  Lyfandridas  and  Thea- 
ridas , two  Men  of  great  ^ower  and  Replication  amongit  the 
Magalcpolitans ; and  therefore  the  Soldiers,  as  foon  as  they  were 
taken,  brought  them  to  C leomenes:  And  Ljfandridas,  as  ldo  1 a; 
he  law  Cleomenes  afar  off',  cry’d  out : Now  King  of  oparta,  'tis  in 
your  power  by  doing  a mojl  Kingly  and  braver  Action  than  you  ha  ve 
alredy  perform'd,  to  pur  chafe  a confiderable  Glory . And  Cleomenes 
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fuelling  at  his  meaning,  reply ’d,  What  do  you  fay  Lyfandridas, 
jure  you  will  net  advife  me  to  reflore  yotir  City  to  you  again  ? ’Tis  that 
which  I mean*,  Lyfandridas  reply  d,  and  I advife  you  not  to  ruin  fo 
l rave  a City,  hut  to  fill  it  with  faithful  and  fledfafl  Friends  and  Al- 
lies, ky  re/hring  their  Country  to  the  Megalopolitans,  and  being  the 
Saviour  of  fo  confederate  a People . Cleomems  paus’d  a while,  and 
then  laid,  Tis  very  hard  to  trufl  fo  far  in  thefe  Matters ; but  with 
as  let  F refit  always  yield  to  Glory . Having  faid  this,  lie  fen-t  the 
two  Men  to  Meffena  with  a Trumpeter  from  himlelf,  offering 
the  Megalopolitans  their  City  again,  if  they  would  forfake  the- 
Achaean  Intereft,  and  be  on  his  fide.  Tho  Cleomems  made  thefe 
kind  and  obliging  Propofals,  yet  Philopamen  would  not  fuffer 
them  to  break  their  League  with  the  Achtans;  and  accufing 
Cleomems  to  the  People,  as  if  his  defign  was  not  to  reftore  the 
City,  but  to  take  the  Citizens  too,  he  forc’d  Thearidas  and  Ly - 
jandridas  to  leave  Meffena . 

This  was  that  Philopamen , wher  was  afterward  Chief  of  the 
Achaans,  and  a Man  of  the  greateft  Reputation  amongfl  the 
Greeks,  as  I have  made  it  appear  in  his  own  Life*  This  News 
coming  to  C leomenes,  though  he  had  before  taken  fuch  ftrid; 
care  that  the  City  Ihould  not  be,  plunder’d,  yet  then  being  in 
a Fury,  and  put  out  of  all  Patience,  he  rifled  them  of  all  their 
Coin,  Plate  and  Jewels,  and  lent  their  Statues  and  Pictures  un- 
to Sparta  ; and  demoliihing.  a great  part  of  the  City,  he  march’d 
away  for  fear  of  Antigomts  and  the  Ackeans  : but  they  never 
llirrit,  for  they  were  in  JEgitm,  at  a Council  of  War.  There 
Aratus  mounted  the  Desk,  wept  a long  while,  and  held  his 
Mantle  before  his  Face  ; and  at  laid,  the  company  being  amaz’d, 
and  commanding  him  to  Ipeak,  he  faid,  Megalopolis  is  ruind  by 
Gleomenes,  The  Aflembly  was  prefently  Diflolv’d;  the  Acti- 
ons being  extremely  furpriz’d  at  the  fiiddenefsand  greatnefs  of 
the  left ; and  Antigonns  intending,  to  fend  fpeedy  fiiccors,  when 
he,  found  ins  Army  to  gather  very  flowly  out  of  their.  Winter- 
Quarters,  he  lent  them  Orders  to  continue  there  Hill ; and  lie . 
himlelf  march’d  to  Argos  with  a confiderable  Body  of  Men.  The 
The  lecoud  Enter  prize  of  Cleomems  leern’d  to  be  carry’d  on  by 
extreme  Bbidnefs  and  unaccountable  Madnefs;  but  yet  in  Poly- 
Opinion,  was  done  upon  mature  Deliberation  and  exadi 
Forc-hg at:  for  knowing  very  well  that  the  Macedonians  were 
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difpers’d  into  their  Winter-Quarters,  and  that  Antigonus  with 
his  Friends  and  a few  Mercenaries  about  him,  winter’d  in 
Argos  ; upon  thefe  Confiderations  he  invaded  the  Country  of 
the  Argives , hoping  to  lhame  Antigonus  to  a Battle  upon 
unequal  terms,  or  elle  if  he  did  not  dare  to  fight , to  bring 
him  into  Difreputc  with  die  Ach&ans.  And  this  according- 
ly hapned;  for  Cleomenes  wafting,  plundring,  and  (poiling 
the  whole  Countrey,  the  Argives  vex’d  at  the  lofs  , ran 
in  Troops  to  the  Palace  of  the  King,  and  clamour'd  that 
he  fhould  either  fight,  or  furrender  his  Command  to  better 
and  braver  Men.  But  Antigonus,  as  became  an  experienc’d 
Captain,  accounting  it  dilhonourable,  foolilhiy  to  hazard  his 
Army,  and  quit  his  Security,  and  not  to  be  abus’d  and  rail’d 
at  by  the  Rabble,  would  not  march  out  agamft  Cleomenes , bu* 
flood  fix’d  to  the  Defigns  which  he  had  laid  : Cleomenes  in  the 
mean  time  brought  his  Army  up  to  the  very  Walls,  and  having 
uncontroul’dly  tpoil’d  the  Countrey,  and  mfuited  o’er  his  Ene- 
mies, drew  off  again.  A little  while  after  being  advertis’d  that 
Antigonus  defign’d  for  Tegea , and  thence  to  make  an  Incurfion 
into  Laconia,  he  haftily  march’d  with  his  Army  another  way, 
and  appear’d  early  in  the  morning  before  Argos , and  wafted 
the  Fields  about  it : the  Corn  he  did  not  cut  down  with 
Reaping-hooks  and  Scythes,  as  Men  ufually  do,  but  beat  it 
down  with  Staves  made  like  Scymetars,  as  if  with  a great  deal 
of  Contempt  and  wanton  Scorn  he  Ipoii’d  the  Fields,  and, waft- 
ed the  Country  in  his  march ; yet  when  his  Soldiers  would 
have  let  CjHabris , the  School  of  Exercife  on  Fire,  he  hindred 
the  Attempt,  reflecting  upon  lerious  confidcration,  that  the 
Outrages  committed  at  Megalopolis , were  the  effects  of  his  Pal- 
fion  rather  than  his  Wifdom.  He  pretended  to  make  filch  lit- 
tle account  of, and  fo  much  to  dctpiie  Antigonus , who  firft  retir'd 
to  Argos , and  afterward  plac’d  Garifcns  on  all  the  Mountains 
round  about,  that  he  lent  a Trumpeter  to  defire  the  Keys  of 
Her<eum,  ( Juno's  Temple  ) that  he  might  iacrifice  to  the  God- 
dels.  Thus  with  a Scoff  and  bitter  Reflection  on  Antigonus , and 
having  facrific’d  to  the  Goddefs*  under  the  Walls  of  the  Tem- 
ple, which  was  (hut,  he  march’d  to  P hints  • and  from  thence 
driving  out  thole  that  Garifon’d  Hologcuntum , he  march’d  down 
to  Orchomenum . And  thele  Enterprizes  not  only  encourag’d  the 
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Citizens,  but  made  him  appear  to  the  very  Enemies  to  be  an 
experienc’d  Captain,  and  very  worthy  of  Command  : for  with 
the  Strength  of  one  City,  not  only  to  fight  the  Power  of  the 
Macedonians,  and-  all  the  Potopannefians ; not  only  to  preferve 
Laconia  from  being  fpoil’d,  but  to  waite  the  Enemies  Country, 
and  to  take  lb  many  and  filch  confiderable  Cities,  is  an  Argu- 
ment of  no  common  Bravery.  He  that  firftfaid,  That  Money  wxs 
the  Shears  cf  Affairs,  feem’d  chiefly  in  that  Saying  to  refped 
War  : And  Dewades,  when  the  Athenians  had  voted  that  a Navy 
fhouid  be  made  ready, but  had  no  Money,  &id, They  fhouid  make 
Bread  before  they  thought  of  Sailing.  And  the  old  Arc  hi  damns,  in 
the  beginning  of  the  Poloponneftan  War, when  the  Allies  defir’d, 
that  each  Parties  fhare  of  Contributions  for  the  W ar  fhouid  be 
determin’d,  is  reported  to  have  faid,  War  cannot  be  kept  to  a ft 
Diet : For  as  well  breath’d  Wreltlers  do  in  time  weary  and  tire 
out  the  molt  adive  and  molt  skilful  Combitant ; lb  Antgonus 
coming  to  the  War  with  a great  flock  of  Wealth,  weary  a out 
Cleomenes,  whofe  Poverty  made  it  difficult  for  him  either  to  pro- 
vide Pay  for  the  Mercenaries,  or  Provifions  for  the  Citizens. 
For  in  ail  other  Rcfpeds  the  Time  favour’d  Cleomenes ; for  Anti- 
genus's  Affairs  at  home  began  to  be  dilturb’d  : for  the  Barbari- 
ans walled  and  over-ran  Macedonia  whilftlie  was  abfent ; and  at 
that  time  a vail  Army  of  the  Illyrians  came  down  : to  be  freed 
from  whole  Outrages,  the  Macedonians  lent  for  Antigonus,  and 
the  Letters  had  almoll  been  brought  to  him  before  the  Battel 
was  fought  ; upon  the  receipt  of  which  he  prefently  diflodg’d, 
and  left  the  Achaans  Affairs  to  themlelves.  But  Fortune,  that 
loves  to  determine  thegreatell  Affairs  by  a Minute, in  thisCon- 
jundure  fhow’d  fucli  an  exad  nicenefs  of  Time,  that  immedi- 
ately after  the  Battle  in  SeUafiawas  over,  and  Cleomenes  had  loll 
his  Army  and  his  City,  the  Mellengers  reach’d  Antigonus.  And 
this  made  Cleomenes  s Misfortune  more  to  be  pitied ; for  if  he 
had  forborn  fighting  two  days  longer,  there  had  been  no  need 
of  hazarding  a Battle,  fince  upon  the  departure  of  the  Macedo- 
nians, he  might  have  had  what  Conditions  he  pleas’d  from  the 
Achaans . But  now  (as  I hinted  before)  for  want  of  Money,  be- 
ing neceffitated  to  rely  wholly  on  his  Arms,  he  was  forc’d  with 
20000  (this  is  Polybius s Account)  to  engage  thirty  thoufand; 
and  approving  himlelf  an  excellent  Commander  in  tins  Difii- 
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culty,hfS  Citizens  lliowing  an  extraordinary  Courage,  and  his  Mer- 
cenaries Bravery  enough;  he  was  over-born  by  the  different  way  of 
fighting,  and  the  weight  of  the  arm’d  Phalanx . Befides,  Phylarchus 
affirms,  that  the  Treachery  offome  about  him  wasthe  chief Caufe 
of  Ckoments  Ruine.  For  Antigonus  gave  Orders,  that  the  Illyrians 
and  Acharnanians  ffiould  march  round  by  a fecret  way,  and  en- 
compafs  the  other  Wing  which  Eucleidas , Cleomenes’s  Brother  Com- 
manded ; and  then  drew  out  the  reft  of  his  Forces  to  the  Battel. 
And  Cleomenes,  from  a convenient  Riling,  viewing  his  Order,  and 
not  feeing  any  of  the  Illyrians  and  Acharnanians,  began  to  fufped: 
that  Antigoms  had  fent  them  upon  fomefuch  Defign ; and  calling 
for  Damoteles,  who  was  to  infpe&andto  provide  againft  Ambuihes, 
commanded  him  carefully  to  look  after,  and  difeover  the  Enemies 
Defigns  upon  his  Rear. 

But  Damoteles  ( for  fbme  fay  Antigonus  had  brib’d  him  ) telling 
him  that  he  fhould  not  be  felicitous  about  that  matter,  for  all  was 
well  enough,  but  mind,  and  fight  thole  that  met  him  in  the  Front. 
He  was  latisfied,  and  advanc’d  againft  Antigonus ; and  by  the  vi- 
gorous Charge  of  his  Spartans , made  the  Macedonian  Phalanx  give 
ground,  and  prels’d  upon  them  with  great  Advantage  about  halfe 
a Mile ; but  then  making  a ftand,  and  feeing  the  danger  which 
the  Unrounded  Wing  commanded  by  his  Brother  Eucleidas  was  in, 
he  cry’d  out.  Thou  art  loJl9  dear  Brother,  thou  art  loft,  thouhrave  exam- 
ple to  cur  Spartan  Touth,  and  Theme  of  our  Matron  s Songs . 

Euclcidas' s Wing  being  thus  cut  in  pieces,  and  the  Conquerors 
from  that  part  failing  upon  his  Battle,  he  perceiv’d  his  Soldiers  to 
be  diforder’d,  and  uncble  to  maintain  the  Fight,  and  therefore 
provided  for  his  own  fafety.  When  he  came  into  the  City,  he  ad- 
vited  thole  Citizens  that  he  met,  to  receive  Antigonus ; and  as  for 
himleii,  he  laid,  which  lhould  appear  mod  advantageous  to  Sparta , 
whether  his  Life  or  Death,  that  he  would  cliule.  Seeing  the  Wo- 
men running  out  to  thole  that  fled  with  him,  taking  their  Arms, 
and  bring  Drinking  to  them, he  entred  into  his  own  Houle,  and  his 
Servant,  which  was  a Free-born  Woman,  taken  from  Megalopolis 
after  his  Wife’s  Death,  offering,  as  fhe  us’d  to  do,  to  make  nccel- 
fary  Provifion  for  him  returning  from  the  Battle ; tho  he  was  very 
thirfty,  he  refus’d  to  drink,  and  tho  very  weary,  to  ft  down;  but 
Arm’d  as  he  was,  he  clapt  his  Arm  ffde-way  to  a Pillar,  and  lean- 
ing his  Forehead  upon  his  Elbow,  he  refted  his  Body  a little  while, 
and  ran  over  m his  Thoughts  what  courfe  he  ihould  take, and  then 

with 
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with  his  Friends  went  prefently  to  Gythium  • where  finding  Ships 
fitted  for  the  purpoie,  they  embark’d.  Antigonus  taking  the  City, 
Treated  the -Lacedemonians  courteoufly,  and  neither  affronting,  nor 
ruining  the  Dignity  of  Sparta , but  permitting  them  to  enjoy  their 
own  Laws  and  Polity,  and  (acrificing  to  the  Gods,  diflodg’d  the 
the  third  day  : for  he  heard  that  there  was  a great  War  kindled 
in  Macedonia,  and  that  the  Country  was  fpoii’dby  the  Barbarians; 
befides,  he*  grew  fick  of  a Confumprion  and  continual  Defluxion 
on  the  Lungs,  yet  he  ftill  kept  up  that  he  might  return  and  free 
his  own  Country,  and  fall  more  Glorioufiy  upon  an  heap  of daugh- 
ter d Barbarians . As  Phylarchus  fays,  and  'tis  probable,  he  broke  a 
Vein  by  fliouting  in  the  Battle.  In  die  Plays  ’twas  laid,  that  af- 
ter the  Victory  he  cry’d  out  for  Joy,  0 fine  Day  ! and  prefently 
bringing  up  abundance  of  Blood,  fell  into  a Fever,  and  dy’d  in 
a iliort  time.  And  thus  much  concerning  Antigenus . 

Cleomenes  failing  from  Cythera,  touch’d  at  another  Ifland  call’d 
/Eg) alia,  whence,  as  he  was  about  to  depart  from  Cyrene,  one  of 
his  Friends,  Therycien  by  name,  a Man  of  an  haughty  Spirit  in  all 
Enter  prizes,  and  high  and  boafting  in  his  Talk,  came  privately 
to  him,  and  faid  thus  ; Sir , Death  in  Battel,  which  is  the  mofl  Glo- 
rious, we  have  let  go ; though  all  heard  us  fay,  that  Antigonus  Jhould 
never  tread  ever  the  King  of  Sparta,  unlefs  dead : And  now,  that  which 
is  next  in  Bravery  and  Glory , is  prefented  to  us.  Whither  do  we  madly 
fail , flying  that  which  is  near,  and  fe eking  that  which  is  far  removed? 
For  if  it  is  not  dishonourable  for  the  Race  0/ Hercules,  to  ferve  the  Sue - 
cejfors  0/Philip  and  Alexander,^  jhall  fave  a long  Voyage  by  delivering 
our  fives  up  to  Antigonus,  who  probably  furpajfeth  Ptolomy  as  much 
as  the  Macedonians  do  the  ^Egyptians;  but  if  we  think  it  mean  to  fub- 
mit  to  thofe  whofe  Arms  have  conquer'd  us,  why  fhould  we  chufe  him  for 
zur  Lord  by  whom  we  have  not  yet  bean  beaten  ? Is  it  that  inflead  of  one 
we  might  appear  meaner  than  two,  whilfl  we  fly  Antigonus,  and  flatter 
Ptolemy?  Or,  is  it  for  your  Mothers  fake  that  you  retreat  to  Aigypt  ? 
It  will  indeed  be  a very  fine,  and  very  defir  able  fight  for  her  to  be  Jhown 
her  Son  by  Ptolemy's  Women,  now  chang'd  from  a Prince  into  an  Ex- 
ile and  a Slave.  Are  we  not  ftill  Maffers  of  our  own  Swords  ? And 
whilfl  we  have  Laconia  in  view,  Jhall  we  not  here  free  our  felves  from 
this  difigr  aceful  Mi  fry,  and  clear  our  felves  to  thofe,  who  ^Sellafia  dyd 
for  the  Honour  and  Defence  0/ Sparta  ? Or,fljall  we  ft  lazily  in  Aigypt 
enquiring  what  News  from  Sparta  ? and  whom  Antigonus  hath  been 
pleas'd  to  make  Governor  of  Lacedemon  ? Thusfpoke  Them  ion;  and 
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this  was  Cleomenes9  s Reply  ; By  fte  eking  Death,  yen  Coward,  the  mofi 
caffe,  and  moftt  ready  Refuge,  you  fancy  that  you  jhall  appear  ceura- 
gious  and  brave,  though  this  Flight  is  h after  than  thy  former. 
Better  Men  than  we  have  given  way  to  their  Enemies,  having  been  be- 
tray'd by  Fortune,  or  oppr efts' d by  Multitude  ; but  he  that  Jinks  under  La- 
bour or  Afflictions,  the  Opinions  or  Reproaches  of  Men,  is  overcome  by 
his  own  Eff  minac)  and  Softnefts  : For  a voluntary  Death  ought  not  to  he 
choften  as  a Relief  from  Action,  but  an  Exemplary  Auction  it  ftlf ; and 
5 tis  bafte  either  to  live  or  die  only  to  our  fives.  That  Death  to  which  you 
now  invite  us,  J propos'd  only  as  a Releafte  from  our  preftnt  Mifteries,  but 
carries  nothing  of  Bravery  or  P refit  in  it.  And  / think  it  becomes  both 
me  and  yon  not  to  de ftp  air  of  our  Country  ; but  when  there  are  no  hopes  of 
that  left , thofe  that  have  an  Inclination  may  quickly  die.  To  this  The- 
rycion  return’d  no  Anfvver ; but  as  loon  as  he  could  get  out  of  Cle - 
cmenes’s  Company,  went  toward  the  Shore,  and  rail  himfelf 
through.  But  Cleo?nenes  failed  from  TEgialia,  landed  in  Lybia,  and 
being  honourably  conduced  through  the  King’s  Country,  came 
to  Alexandria.  When  he  was  firft  brought  to  Ptolemy,  no  more 
than  common  Civilities,  and  ufual  Ceremonies  - were  paid  him  ; 
but  when,  upon  tryal,  he  found  him  a Man  of  deep  Senfe,  and 
great  Reafon,  and  that  his  plain  Laconick  way  of  Convention  car- 
ried a free  Pleafantnefs  with  it,  that  he  did  nothing  unbecoming 
the  greamefs  of  his  Birth/  nor  bent  under  Fortune, and  appear’d  a 
more  faithful  Counfelior,  than  thofe  who  made  it  their  bufmefs  to 
pjeafe  and  flatter ; he  was  afiiam’d,  and  repented  that  he  had  neg- 
lected fo  great  a Man,  and  fuffer’d  Antigonus  to  get  fo  much  Power 
and  Reputation  by  ruining  him.  Therefore  he  heap'd  up  Honours 
and  Kindnefles  on  Cleomenes,  and  gave  him  Hopes  that  he  would 
furnifh  him  with  an  Army  and  a Navy  to  recover  Greece,  and  re- 
inflate  him  in  his  Throne.  Befides,  he  allow’d  him  a yearly  Pen- 
fion  of  four  and  twenty  Tallents  ; a little  part  of  which  Sum  fup- 
plied  his  and  his  Friends  thrifty  Temperance;  and  the  red  was 
imploy’d  in  doing  good  Offices  to,  and  in  relieving  the  Neceffir 
ties  of  thofe  that  fled  Greece,  and  retir’d  into  /Egypt. 

But  the  elder  Ptolemy  dying  before  Cleomenes's  Adairs  had  re- 
ceiv’d a full  Difpatch,  and  the  Succeflbr  being,  a looie,  voluptu- 
ous and  effeminate-prince,  under  the  power  of  his  Pieafures  and 
his  Women,  his  Bufmefs  was  negleCted  : for-the  King  was  fo  be- 
lotted  with  his  Women  and  his  Wine,  that  Balls,  Mufick  and 
Dancing,  were  the  only  Employments  of  his  molt  bufieand  feri 
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ous  hours,  and  the  greateft  Affairs  of  State  were  manag’d  by  A*a- 
thoclea  the  King’s  Miftrefs,  her  Mother,  and  the  Pimp  Oinanthes . 
Therefore  at  the  firft  they  feem’d  to  Hand  in  need  of  Cleomenes  ; 
for  Ptolemy  being  afraid  of  his  Brother  Magas, who  by  his  Mother  s 
means  had  a great  Intereft  among  the  Soldiers,  took  Cleomenes  in- 
to his  Cabinet-Council,  and  acquainted  him  with  the  Defign  of 
taking  off  his  Brother.  He,  though  all  were  for  it,  declar’d  his 
opinion  to  the  contrary,  faying,  The  King , if  it  were  poffihle , fhould 
have  more  Brothers  for  the  letter  fecurity  and  management  of  his  Affairs: 
And  Sofihius,  the  greateft  Favourite,  reply ing,"  That  they  were  not 
fecure  of  the  Mercenaries  whil(l  Magas  was  alive  > Cleomenes  return’d,. 
That  he  need  not  trouble  himfelf  about  that  Matter ; for  amongfl  the  Mer- 
cenaries there  were  above  joooPelopponefians,^  were  his  faft  Friends , 
and  whpm  he  could  command  at  any  time  with  his  Nod,  This  Difcourfe 
made!  leomenes  for  the  prelent  to  be  look’d  upon  as  a Man  of  In- 
tegrity and  Power  ; but  afterwards  ( Ptolomys  VVeaknefs  increafing 
his  Fear,  and,  as  it  ufually  happens,  where  there  is  no  Judgment 
and  Wifdom  at  the  bottom,  placing  his  Security  in  Jealoulie  and 
Sulpicion)  rendred  Cleomenes  liifpe&ed  to  the  Courtiers,  as  having 
too  much  Intereft  with  the  Mercenaries;  and  many  had  this  Say- 
ing in  their  Mouths,  That  he  was  a Lion  midft  a flock  of  Sheep  : for 
fiich  he  feem’d  to  be  in  the  Court,  flyly  overlooking  and  taking 
notice  of  the  management  of  Affairs ; therefore  when  he  defir’d  a 
Navy  and  an  Army  from  the  King,  his  Petition  was  rejected.  But 
when  he  underftood  that  Antigenus  was  dead,  that  the  Achaians 
were  engag’d  in  a War  with  the  ALtolians,  and  that  the  Affairs  of 
Telopponnefus,  being  now  in  very  great  Diftracftion  and  Diftrcls, 
requir'd  and  invited  his  Affiftancc,  he  defir’d  leave  to  depart  only 
with  his  Friends,  but  could  not  obtain  that,  the  King  not  lo  much 
as  hearing  his  Petition,  being  Hint  up  amongft  his  Women,  and 
wafting  his  Hours  in  Debauchery  and  Frolicks.  But  Soflkius , the 
chief  Minifter  of  State,  thought  that  Cleomenes  being  detain’d  a - 
gainft  his  will,  would  grow  ungovernable  and  dangerous,  and 
yet  that  it  was  not  lafe  to  let  him  go,  being  an  alpiring,  daring 
Man,  and  well  acquainted  with  theDifeaics  and  VV  eaknefs  of  the 
Kingdom  ; for  no  Prelents,  no  Gifts, could  win  him  to  a Ccmply- 
ance.  But  as  the  Ox  Apis,  though  revelling  in  ail  pollible  plenty 
and  delight,  yet  defires  to  live  as  nature  would  provide  for  him, 
to  be  at  liberty,  and  frisk  about  the  Fields,  and  can  fcarce  endure 
to  be.uuderthe  Priclls  keeping ; lb  lie  could  not  brook  their  Court- 
fldp,  and  tender  Entertainment,  but  like  Achilles , Whilft 
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Whilfl  there , his  heart  did  wafle  with  fecret  grief. 

And  he  was  eager  for  the  noify  Wars . 

His  Affairs  (landing  in  this  condition,  Nicagoras  the  Mefjenian 
came  to  Alexandria,  a Man  that  deeply  hated  Cleomenes,  yet  pre- 
tended to  be  his  Friend;  for  he  had  formerly  fold  Cleomenes  a fair 
Ellate,  but  uever  receiv’d  the  Money,  becaute  Cleomenes  was  either 
unable,  (as  it  may  be)  or  elfe,  by  reafon  of  his  engagement  in  the 
Wars  and  other  Diftracftions,  had  no  time  to  pay  him.  Cleomenes 
feeing  him  landing,  ( for  he  was  theft  walking  upon  the  Key  ) 
kindly  faluted  him,  and  ask’d.  What  Bufinefs  brought  to  /Egypt  > 
Nicagoras  return’d  his  Compliment,  and  told  him,  That  he  came  to 
bring  fome  excellent  War-horfes  to  the  King . And  Cleomenes  with  a 
Smile  fubjoyn’d,  1 wijh  you  had  rather  brought  Pimps,  Whores , and 
Pathicks  ; for  thofe  now  are  the  Kings  chief  Delight . Nicagoras  at  the 
prefent  fmil’d  at  the  Conceit ; but  a few  days  after  he  put  Cleome- 
nes in  mind  of  the  Eftate  that  he  had  bought  of  him,  and  defir’d 
his  Money,  protefting  that  he  would  not  have  troubled  him,  if 
his  Merchandize  had  turned  to  that  Account,  which  he  thought  it 
would.  Cleomenes  reyly’d,  That  he  had  not  a penny  left  of  all  that 
had  been  given  him  : At  which  Anfwer  Nicagoras  being  nettled, 
told  Softbins  Cleomenes' § Scoff  upon  the  King.  He  carefs’d  him  for 
the  Difcovery,  but  defiring  to  have  fome  greater  Reafon  to  excite 
the  King  againft  Cleomenes , perfuaded  Nicagoras  to  leave  a Letter 
written  againft  Cleomenes,  importing  that  he  had  a Deflgn,  if  he 
could  have  gotten  Ships  and  Soldiers,  to  furprize  Cyrene : Nicago- 
ras wrog  filch  a Letter,  and  left  /Egypt*  Four  days  after  Sojtbius 
broughu!he  Letter  to  Ptolomy,  pretending  it  was  juft  then  deliver’d 
him,  and  with  a bitter  Invedtive  excited  the  Fury  of  the  Youth  ; 
upon  this  it  was  agreed,  that  Cleomenes  Jhould  be  invited  into  a 
largeApartment,  and  treated  as  formerly,  but  not  fuffer’d  to  go 
•out  again  : this  Ufage  was  grievous  to  Cleomenes,  and  by  this  un- 
lucky Accident,  his  Hopes  for  the  future  feem’d  to  be  quite  dalh’d. 
Ptolomy , the  Son  of  Chryfermas , a Favourite  of  the  Kings,  always 
carried  himfelf  fairly  towards  Cleomenes  ; they  contracted  a near 
Acquaintance,  and  would  talk  freely  together  about  the  State, 
He  upon  Cleomenes  % Deftre  came  to  him,  had  fome  Dilcourie  with 
him,  upon  a few  and  inconfiderabie  Subjects,  to  avoid  iiifpidon, 
and  made  fome  Excules  for  the  King ; but  as  he  went  out  again* 
not  knowing  that  ^leomeng  follow’d  him  to  the  Door,  he  very  1c- 

e verely 
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verely  reprimanded  the  Keepers,  for  their  Carelefsnefs  in  looking 
after  fb  great  and  fo  furious  a wild  Beall.  This  Clccmenes  himfeif 
heard,  and  retiring  before  Ptolomy  perceiv’d  it,  told  his  Friends 
what  he  had  heard.  Upon  this  they  caft  off  all  their  former  Hopes, 
and  determin’d  for  violent  Proceedings,  relblving  to  be  reveng’d 
on  Ptolomy  for  his  bale  and  unjuft  Dealing,  to  have  fatisfablion  for 
the  Affronts,  to  die  as  it  became  Spartans,  and  not  ftay  till,  like 
fatted  Sacrifices,  they  were  Butcher’d  : for  ’twas  both  grievous 
and  dilhonourable  for  Ckomems, who  had  fcorn’d  to  come  to  Terms 
with  Antigonus , a brave  Warrior,  and  a Man  of  Action,  to  wait 
an  effeminate  King’s  leifure,  till  he  lhould  lay  afide  his  Fiddle, 
and  end  his  Dance,  and  then  kill  him.  Thefe  Courfes  being  re- 
folv’d  on,  and  Ptolomy  hapning  at  the  fame  time  to  make  a Progrefs 
to  Canopus , they  firft  fpread  abroad  a Report,  that  his  Freedom 
was  order’d  by  the  King;  and  it  being  the  King’s  cuilom,  to  fend 
Prefents  and  an  Entertainment  to  thole  whom  he  would  free,  C/e- 
ornems  Friends  made  that  Provifion,  and  font  it  into  the  Prifbn, 
thereby  deceiving  the  Keepers,  who  thought  it  had  been  font  by 
the  King  ; for  he  facrific’d,  and  gave  them  large  Pottions,  and 
with  a Crown  upon  his  Head  feafted  and  made  merry  with  his 
Friends : ’tis  faid,that  he  began  the  Adionfooner  than  he  defign’d, 
having  underllood  that  a Servant  of  one  of  the  Accomplices  lay 
abroad  with  a Milirefs  that  he  lov’d.  This  made  him  afraid  of  a 
Difcovery ; and  therefore  as  Icon  as  it  was  full  Noon,  and  all  the 
Keepers  drunk  and  faft  afleep,  he  put  on  his  Coat,  and  opening 
die  Seam  on  his  right  Shoulder,  with  his  drawn  Sword  in  liis 
hand  he  iffued  forth,  together  with  his  Friends,  provi^d  in  the 
fame  manner,  making  1 3 in  all.  One  of  them,  by  Name  Hippo - 
t£ts,  was  lame,  he  follow’d  the  firft  Onfet  very  well ; but  when 
afterward  he  perceiv’d  that  they  were  more  flow  in  their  Advances 
for  his  lake,  he  defir’d  them  to  run  him  through,  and  not  mine 
their  Enterprize,  by  flaying  for  an  ufolefs,  unprofitable  Man.  By 
chance  an  Alexandrian  was  then  riding  by  the  Door,  him  they 
threw  off,  and  fetting  Hippotas  on  Horfoback,  ran  through  the 
narrow  Lanes,  and  proclaim’d  Liberty  to  the  People ; but  they, 
it  foems,  had  Courage  enough  to  praifo  and  admire  Cleomeneis  Da- 
ring, but  not  one  had  the  heart  to  follow  and  alfift  him.  Three 
of  them  fell  on  Ptolomy,  the  Son  of  Chry formas,  as  he  was  coming 
out  of  the  Palace/  and  kill’d  him  : Another  Ptolomy,  the  Lieute- 
nant of  the  City,  advancing  againft  them  in  a Chariot,  they  fot 
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upon,  difpers’d  his  Guards  and  Attendants,  and  pulling  him  out 
of  the  Chariot,  kill’d  him  upon  the  place.  Then  they  made 
toward  the  Caftle,  defigning  to  break  open  the  Prifon,  and 
take  the  Prifoners  to  their  Afliftance;  but  the  Keepers  were 
too  quick  for  them , and  fecur’d  the  Paflages.  Being  baffled 
in  this  attempt*  Cleomenes  with  his  Company  roam’d  about 
the  City,  none  joyning  with  him,  but  all  retreating  from, 
and  flying  his  approach : therefore  defpairing  of  Succefs , and 
faying  to  his  Friends,  That  it  was  no  wonder  that  Women  rul’d 
o’er  thofe  Men  that  fled  Liberty,  he  excited  them  all  to  dye  as 
bravely  as  became  his  Followers,  and  Men  of  their  Glorious  per- 
formances. This  faid,  Hippotas  was  firft,  as  he  de.fir’d,  run  through 
by  ohe  of  the  young  Men,  and  then  each  ofthem  readily  and  re- 
folutelyfell  upon  his  own  Sword,  except  Panteus, that  Pantew  that 
firft  furpriz’d  Megalopolis.  This  Man  being  a very  handfom  Per- 
fon,  and  a better  Companion  than  any  of  the  Youth,  the  King 
lov’d,  and  bade  him,  when  he  had  feen  him  and  the  reft  fali’n, 
dye,  by  their  Example.  P ant eus  walk’d  over  them  as  they  lay, 
and  prick’d  every  one  with  his  Dagger,  to  try  whether  any  was 
alive ; when  he  prick’d  Cleomenes  in  the  Leg,  and  faw  him  turn 
upon  his  Back,  he  kifs’d  him,  fate  down  by  him,  and  when  lie 
was  quite  dead,  cover’d  hisCarkafs,  and  then  kill’d  himfeif,  up- 
on his  Body.  % 

Thus  fell  Lleomene$„  that  great,  Brave  Man,  after  he  Had  been 
king  of  Sparta  fixteen  Years.  The  news  of  their  Fall  being  nois’d 
through  the  City,  CrateftLa,  though  a Woman  of  a great  Spirit;, 
could  not.^ear  upagainft  the  inlupport able  weight  of  this  Affli- 
ction ; but embracing  Cleomenes’ s Children,  made  grievous  Lamen- 
tations ; but  the  eldeft  Boy,  none  fufpe&ing  lucii  a Spirit  in  a, 
Child,  threw  himfelf  headlong  from  the  top  of  the  Houfe  ; he  was. 
bruis’d  very  much,  but  not  kill’d  by  the  Fall,  and  was  taken  up 
crying,  and  exprefting  his  Relentments  for  not  being  permitted 
to  deitroy  himielf.  Ptolomy , as  foon  as  an  account  of  the  Action 
was  brought  him,  gave  order  that  Qleomenes\  Body  ihould  beFlea’d 
and  hung  up ; that  his  Children,  Mother,  and  the  Women  that 
were  with  her,  Ihould  be  kill’d.  Amongft  thofe  was  Panteus^ 
Wife,  a very  fair  Woman,  and  of  a {lately  Carriage,  who  had 
been  but  newly  Married,  and  (uffer’d  thele  dilafters  in  the  height 
of  her  Love.  Her  Parents  would  not  let  her  embark  with  Pantem 
preiently  after  they  were  Married,  though  jhe  eagerly  defir’d  it, 
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but  ihut  her  up,  and  kept  her  by  violence  at  home  ; yet  a few 
days  after  ihe  got  a Horle  and  a little  Money,  and  eicaping  by 
Night,  made  ipeed  to  Tanarus,  where  ihe  embark’d  for  /Egypt, 
came  to  her  Husband,  and.  with  him  cheerfully  endur’d  to  live  in 
a Foreign  Country.  She  led  Crateficlaa  as  ihe  was  going  with  the 
Soldiers  to  Execution,  held  up  her  Train,  and  begg’d  her  to  be 
courageous,  who  of  her  felf  was  not  in  the  leafl  afraid  of  Death, 
and  defir’d  nothing  elfe,  but  only  to  be  kill’d  before  the  Children". 
When  they  were  come  to  the  place  of  Execution,  the  Children 
were  firlt  kill’d  before  GrateJicLea’s  Eyes,  and  afterward  ihe  her 
felf,  with  only  thefe  words  in  her  Mouth  ; 0 Children, whither  aae 
you  gone  ? But  Pantaus' s Wife  girding  her  Garments  clofe  to  her, 
and  being  a ftrong  Woman,  without  any  Noife  or  Lamentation, 
lookt  after  every  one  that  was  Hain,  and  wound  them  up  as  well 
as  her  prefent  Circumftances  would  permit ; and  after  all,  were 
kill’d,  dreffing  her  felf,  bound  her  Cloaths  clofe  about  her,  and 
fullering  none  to  come  near,  or  be  an  Eye-witnefs  of  her  Fall,  be- 
fide  the  Executioner  , Ihe  courageoufly  fubmitted  to  the  ftroak, 
and  wanted  nobody  to  look  after  her,  or  wind  her  up  after  Ihe 
was  dead.  Thus  in  her  Death  the  Modelty  of  her  Mind  appear’d, 
and  let  tire  Guard  upon  her  Body,  which  ihe  always  kept  when 
alive : And  ihe  in  the  declining  Age  of  the  Spartans  iliew’d,  That 
Women  were  no^equal  Rivals  of  the  Men,  and  was  an  Inftance 
of  fuch  a Courage  as  would  not  fneak  to  the  Affronts  of  Fortune. 
A few  days  after,  thofe  that  watch’d  the  hanging  Body  of  Ckom - 
nes,  faw  a very  great  Snake  winding  about  his  Head,  and  cover- 
ing his  Face,  fo  that  no  Bird  of  Prey  ihould  fly  at  it.  This  made 
the  King  fuperfhtioufly  afraid,  and  fet  the  Women  upon  feveral 
Lultrations,  as  if  he  had  been  an  extraordinary  Man,  and  one  be- 
iov’d  by  the  Gods  that  had  been  flain.  And  the  Alexandrians 
made  Proeelhons  to  the  Place,  and  gave  Cliomenes  the  Title  of  He- 
re:, and  Son  of  the  Gods,  till  the  Philofophers  fatisfied  them,  by 
faying,  That,  as  Oxen  breed  Bees,  putrifying  Horfes  breed  Hornets,  and 
Beetles  rife  from  the  Carkafes  of  dead  A(fes,  fo  the  Humours  and  Juices 
of  the  Marrow  of  a Mans  Body  coagulating,  produce  Serpents.  And 
this  the  Ancients  obferving,  appropriated  a Serpent  rather  than 
any  other  Creature  to  Hcroe’s. 
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PROLOGUE, 

Spoke  by  Mr.  Mou  x r i-  o r t. 

1 Think  or  hope,  at  lea.fi,  the  Coa/l  is  clear, 

That  none  hut  Men  of  Wit  and  Sence  are  here : 

That  our  (Bear-Garden  Friends  are  all  away. 

Who  bounce  with  Hands  and  Feet , and  cry  Flay,  Flay. 

Who  to  faVe  Coach-hire,  trudge  along  the  Street , 

Then  print  our  Matted  Seats  with  dirty  Feet ; 

Who , while  we /peak,  make  LoVe  to  Orange  Wenches, 

And  between  Atts  fiand  firutting  on  the  Benches : 

Where  got  a Cock-horfe,  making  vile  Grimaces , 

They  to  the  Boxes  [how  their  Booby  Faces . 

A Merry-Andrew,  Juch  a Mob  will  ferVe, 

And  treat  ’em  with  fuch  Wit  as  they  deferVe : 

Let  'em  go  People  Ireland,  where  there’s  need 
Of  fuch  new  Planters  to  repair  the  Breed ; 

Or  to  Virginia  or  Jamaica  Steer, 

But  have  a care  of  fame  French  Privateer ; 

For  if  they  Jhould  become  the  Prize  of  Battle , 

They’ll  take  ’em  Black  and  White  for  Irifli  Cattle. 

Arife  true  Judges  in  your  own  Defence, 

Controul  thofe  Foplings,  and  declare  for  Sence 
For  Jhould  the  Fools  prevail,  they  /lop  not  there,. 

But  make  their  next  Defcent  upon  the  Fair . 

Then  rife  ye  Fair  ; for  it  concerns  you  mofi. 

That  Fools  no  longer  Jhould  your  Favours  boafi 
’Tts  time  you  Jhould  renounce  ’em,  for  we  find 
They  plead  a fenfelefs  Claim  to  Woman  kind: 
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Such  Squires  are  only  ft  for  Country  Towns, 

To  fink  of  A'e ; a>id  duf  a Stand  with  Clowr.es : 
Who , to  be  cbofen  for  the  Lands  TroteSlors , 
Tope  and  get  Trunk  before  their  Wife  Electors, 
Let  not  Fane  Lovers  )our  weak  Choice  upbraid , 
Tut  turn  ’em  over  to  the  Chamber-maid. 

Or  if  th-ey  come  to  fee  our  Tragic k Scenes , 
Infract  them  what  a Spartan  Hero  means : 
Teach  cm  how  manly  Taffions  ought  to  move , 

For  futh  as  cannot  Think  can  never  Love  : 

And  Jince  they  needs  will  judge  the  Toets  Art , 
Toint  ’em  with  Fefcu’s  to  each  fhining  Fart. 

Our  Author  hopes  in  you , but  fill  in  pain , 

He  fears  your  Charms  will  he  employ'd  in  Vain ; 
Toil  can  make  Fools  of  Wits , we  find  each  Homy 
Tut  to  make  Wits  of  Fools,  is  pafi  your  Tower. 


EPILOGUE, 

Spoke  by  Mrs.  Bracegirdle. 

Day,  the  Toet  bloodily  inclin’d, 

Has  made  me  die,  full  fore  againfi  my  Hind  ! 
Some  of  you.naughty  Hen,  I fear , will  cry , 

Toor  Togue  ! would  I might  teach  the  how  to  die  ! 

Tl:  anks  for  your  Love  ■,  but  1 Jincerely  fay, 

I never  mean  to  die,  your  wicked  way. 

Well,  fnce  it  is  Decreed  all  Fief?  muf  go, 

(And  I am  Fief?,  at  leaf  for  ought  you  faux? ;) 
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* J firfi  declare , I die  with  [nous  Mind, 

* In  perfect  Charity  with  all  Mankind. 

“Next  for  my  Will : —1  have,  in  my  difpofe, 

Some  certain  Moveables  would  pleaj e you  Beaux  > 

As,  firfi , my  Couth  ; for  as  I have  been  told, 

Some  of  you , tnodifi ? Sparks,  are  dcv'liJJ>  old. 

My  Chajlity  I need  not  leave  among yee: 

Bor  to  JufpeEl  old  Fops,  were  much  to  wrong  ye. 

You  j wear  fare  Sinners ; hut  for  all  your  hajle, 

Your  Miffes  fbake  their  Heads , and  find  you  chafle. 

I give  my  Courage  to  thofe  bold  Commanders 
That  fiay  with  us,  and  dare  not  go  for  Flanders. 

I leave  my  Truth,  ( to  ?nake  his  Blot  more  clear,) 

To  Mr.  Fuller,  when  he  next  Jhall  fwear. 

I give  my  Judgment,  craving  all  your  Mercyes, 

To  thofe  that  leave  good  Blays,  for  damn’d  dull  Farces . 
My  fmall  Devotion  let  the  Gallants  (hare 
That  come  to  ogle  us  at  Evening  Brayr. 

I give  my  Berjon let  me  well  confider, 

Faith  e'en  to  him  that  is  the  fair  eft  Bidder. 

To  fome  rich  Hunks,  if  any  be  Jo  bold 

To  fay  thofe  dreadful  Words,  To  have  and  hold. 

But  flay to  give,  and  be  bequeathing  fill , 

When  I’m  fo  poor,  is  jufl  like  Wickham’s  Will : 

Like  that  notorious  Cheat,  VaJlSumsIgiVe , 

Only  that  you  may  keep  me  while  Ilive. 

Buy  a good  Bargain,  Gallants,  while  you  may , 

I'll  cofi you  but  your  Halfia  Crown  a day. 
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But  here  in  Egypt,  whet  my  Blunted  Horns ; 

And  meditate  new  Fights,  and  chew  my  Lois. 

Ah ! why  ye  Gods,  muft  Cleomenes  wait 
On  this  Effeminate  Luxurious  Court, 

For  tardy  helps  of  bafe  Egytian  Bands  > 

Why  have  not  I,  whofe  individual  mind 
Would  ask  a Nation  of  fiich  Souls  t’inform  it,. 

Why  have  not  I ten  Thoufand  hands  to  fight 
It  ail  my  felf  > and  make  the  Work  my  own  ? 

Enter  Cratificlea,  Cleora,  Cleonidas. 

Gratis.  Is  this  well  done  ? or  like  the  King  of  Sparta 
Or  like  my  Son  > to  walle  your  time  in  Tears  ? 

What  have  you  done,  that  you  avoid  Mankind  ? 

And  fculk  in  Corners  like,  a Guilty  Slave  > 

Cleor.  We  have  been  fecking  you,  my  deareft  Lord, 

Thro’  all  the  lhady  Walks  and  dark  Retreats 
Of  Secret  Care ; That  falfe  deluding  Friend, 

That  only  fooths  and  keeps  you  Company,. 

To  prey  upon  your,  laft  remains  of  Life. 

Cleom.  I’ve  heard  you [Sighs'. 

Gratis.  Hear  her  Hill ; She  tells  you  true. 

This  Melaneholly  Flatters ; but  Unmans  you. 

What  is  it  elfe,  but  Penury  of  Soul 
A Lazie  Froft,  a numnefs  of  die  Mind 
That  Locks  up  all  the  Vigour  to  Attempt, 

By  barely  Crying,  ’tis  Impoflible  ? 

Cleom'  You  both  miftake  me  : That  I Grieve,  ’tis  true : 

But  ’tis  a Grief  of  Fury ; not  Delpair  ! 

And  if  a manly  drop  or  Two  fall  down, 

It  Icalds  along  my  Cheeks,  like  the  Green  Wood 
That  Iputtring  in  the  Flame  works  outward  into  Tears. 

Cleor.  Why  would  you  leave  me  then,  and  be  alone  >. 

Indeed  it  was  a Churiilh  kind  of  forrow  ; 

Indeed  it  was,  t’engrofs  it  all  your  felf  • 

And  not  permit  me  to  endure  my  Ihare. 

Think  you,  becaufe  I am  of  tender  Mould, 


I can. 


Ibe  Spartan  Heroe. 

I cannot  fuffer  and  partake  your  burdens; 

Alas  ! I Buffer  more  by  not  partaking 

Cleom . My  Wife ! My  Mother  ! O ! I am  fo  divided 
That  I grieve  moft  for  both,  and  love  both  moll ; 

Two  twining  Vines  about  this  Elm,  whofe  fall 
Muft  Ihortly — Very  ihortly  crulh  you  both, 

And  yet  I will  not  go  to  Ground, 

Without  a Noble  Ruine  round  my  Trunk  ; 

The  Foreftlhall  be  iliakcn  when  I fink. 

And  all  the  neighboring  Trees 
Shall  groan  and  fall  beneath  my  vail  Dcftruclion. 

Cratif  That’s  fomething  yet,  an  earneil  of  aa  Adi  on; 
Another  Groan  or  two,  and  all  goes  well 
Cleom.  Well : I will  live. 

Cratif.  Thou  (halt. 

Cleom.  Tie  try  at  iealt 

Cratif.  Do  not  go  back ; and  bate  of  what  thou  faidft 
Cleon.  Peace,  peace  : good  Grandmother;  he  lives  already), 
And  Conquers  too,  in  laying  he  will  try; 

Nay,  if  the  King  of  Sparta  fays  he’ll  do’t, 

I ask  no  more  then  that ; 

For  ’tis  below  a King  to  tell  a Lye . 

Cleor.  But  where’s  the  means  ? 

Cleon.  The  means  is  in  the  daring ; 

Had  my  own  Mother  liv'd,  and  ask’d  that  Queftion 
I fhould  have  thought  my  Father  had  begot  me, 

Without  her  help,  as  Pallas  fprung  from  Jove. 

Cleor.  Think’ll  thou,  he  can  defend  us  ail,  alone  ? 

Cleon . No— — for  I mean  to  help  him. 

Cleom.  That  my  Boy, my  hopeful  Lyons  Whelp  Yfakeshim  and 
Cleor . So  Heel  or  hugg’d  his  young  Afiyanax ; j iifles  him. 

Went  out  to  light  and  never  faw  him  more. 

Cleon.  But  why  did  not  Ajlyanax  go  with  He  Bor  > 

Cratif.  Becaufe  he  was  a Child,  and  could  not  go. 

Cleon.  Was  he  a Spartan  Child  ? 

Cleor.  Oh  no  ! a Trojan. 

Cleon.  There’s  it,  a Trojan  Child:  But  grant  me  this. 
There  ate  no  Spartan-Childven  wc  are  born  Men, 
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And  tho*  you  fey,  I have  but  Fifteen  years, 

We  Spartans  take  ten  Strides  before  our  Age, 

And  itart  beyond  dull  Nature. 

Cleorn.  Let  me  but  live  tofhadow  this  young  Plant, 
From  Blites  and  Storms  ; He’ll  foon  ihoot  up  a Heroe  : 
He  mull ; I got  him  in  the  pride  ofConqueft  ; 

For  coming  back  from  my  firlt  Maiden  Battle,. 

Wherein  I made  the  Great  Aratus  fly. 

And  added  all  his  Laurels  to  my  Brow, 

I well  remember  that  I fpurr’d  it  hard. 

And  like  a Meteor,  Ihot  before  my  Troops, 

To  reach  my  Love,  that  night ; I was  a Bridegroom, 

Or  fcarce  had  loft  that  name,  and  Healing  home. 
According  to  my  Countries  modeft  ute, 

I found  my  AEgiatis  juft  undreft. 

Wearying  the  gods  with  Vows  for  my  return, 

My  Tranfport  was  fo  great,  I could  not  ftay, 

Butkifs’d,  and  took  her  trembling  in  my  Arms,. 

And  in  that  Fury  of  my  Love,  I ftampt. 

This  Image  of  my  Soul.' 

Enter  Pantheus. 

What,  my  Pantheus  ? 

Where  haft  thou  been  this  long  long  Y ear  of  Hours  ? 

Panth.  Where 1 have  paft  a merry  Mornings  Walk, 
With  the  beft  Company. 

Cleom.  With  whom  ? 

Panth.  Why  With  my  felf,  in  laughing  at  the  World, 
Making  a Farce  of  Life,  where  Knaves  and  Fools, 

And  Mad-men,  that’s  all  Human-kind  were  Actors. 

Cleom.  And  what  part  Added  you  > 

Panth.  As  little  as  I could  : And  daily  would  have  left, 
»So  pleafe  the  Gods,  for  that’s  a Wife  Man’s  part. 

Clem.  Would  I could  lhare  thy  Balmy,  even  Temper, 
And  Milkinefe  of  Blood. 

Panth.  You  may. 

L Cleom.  s how  i 
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Tmh.  By  ! but  forgetting  you  have  been  a King. 

Cleom.  Then  muft  I rufh  iwJEgypt,  never  more 
Appear  in  Arms,  and  be  the  Chief  of  Greece  > 

Now,  by  yon  Blew  Palace, 

The  Manhon  of  my  great  Fore-father  Hercules 
I would  loofe  o’re-agen  SeMafia9 s Field 
Rather  than  Fight  behind,  when  proud  Aratus  led  the 
Grecian  Van. 

Cleon . What,  when  the  lively  Trumpets  found  a Charge* 
The  word  of  Battle  may  be  Hercules , 

And  after  our  great  Grandfires  Name,  Aratus 
Cries  Cleomenes , bring  you  up  the  Rear. 

P anth.  If  Fortune  takes  not  off  this  Boy  betimes, 

He’l  make  mad  work,  and  Elbow  all  his  Neighbors. 

Cleon . My  Neighbours ! Little:  Elbow  all  rhe  World* 

And  pufh  off  Kings,  like  Counters  from  the  Board, 

To  place  my  feif  the  foremoft. 

Panth.  What  wilt  thou  be,  young  Cockeril,  when  thf  Spurs 
Are  grown  to  fharpnefs? 

Cleon . Why?  I’ll  be  a Spartan. 

For  if  I faid  a King,  I fhould  fay  iefs  : 

I mean  a Spartan  while  I live  on  Earth ; 

But  when  in  Heaven,  Fie  Rand  next  Hercules , 

And  thruft  between  my  Father  and  the  God, 

Cleo.  Do  you  not  view,  my  Lord  ? 

As  in  a Glafs,  your  Darling  Fault,  Ambition* 

Refled’ed  in  your  Son  ? 

Cleom . My  Virtue  rather  : 

I love  to  fee  him  fparkle  out  betimes* 

For  ’twas  my  Flame  that  lighted  up  his  Soul : 

I am  pleas’d  with  my  own  Work;  Jove  was  not  more 
With  Infant  Nature,  when  his  fpatious  Hand 
Had  rounded  this  huge  ball  of  Earth,  and  Seas,, 

To  give  it  the  firit  puih,  and  fee  it  rowl 
Along  the  vaft  Abyfs. 

Cleon.  My  Mother  would  have  had  my  Youth  brought  up 
To  Spin  with  Girls  in  Sparta. 

Cratif.  Well  faid,  my  Boy,;  Yet  Hercules  tjicy  fay 
Took  up  the  Diftaff  once. 
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Cleon . Yes,  when  he  had  been  Conquer’d  by  a Woman. 
Panth.  \ One  thing  I had  forgot,  which  may  import  you,  J 
to  C/;w2.\Youl  fuddainly  hear  news  from  Greece . 

Cleon z.  Thou  wert 

Indeed  forgetful,  not  to  tell  me  that, 

For,  from  my  firft  arrival  on  this  Coaft, 

This  fatal  AEgypt,  where  I fled  for  Refuge, 

In  three  long  Months  I have  not  heard  from  Greece. 

What  makes  thee  think  I lhail  have  news  fo  (bon  ? 

Fantb.  As  walking  on  the  Beach  I faw  a Ship 
Juft  entring  in  the  Port,  and  on  the  Deck 
Stood  Cccnus . 

Cleom.  Cccnus , faidft  thou  > 

Panth.  Yes,  our  Cccnus,  the  rich  Meffenian  Lord  ; 

I faw  and  knew  him,  but  amidft  die  ihouts 
Of  Mariners,  and  bufie  Care  to  fling 

His  Horfes  loon  afhore He  faw  not  me. 

Cleom.  Then  I fhallhear  of  thee  once  more.  Dear  Country; 
I fear  too  foon ; lhall  hear  how  proud  Antigonu* 

'Led  o'er  Etirotas  Banks,  his  Conquering  Troops 

And  firft,  to  wondring  Sparta ihew’d  a King, 

A King  that  was  not  Hers  ; 

Then  I lliall  hear  of  Sacriledge  and  Murthers, 

And  Fires,  and  Rapes  on  Matrons,  and  on  Maids, 

Panth.  Such  news  we  muft  expert 
Cleom.  O happy  Ghofts ! 

Of  thofe  that  fell  in  the  laft  fatal  Fight, 

And  liv’d  not  to  furvive  their  Countries  Lofs  ; 

Bafe  as  I was -I  fhould  have  falfn  there  too  ; 

But  firft  have  rais’d  a Mountain  of  the  Dead, 

To  choak  their  way  to  Sparta . 

Panth.  Thus  I knew 

Your  Blood  would  boil,  and  therefore  I delaid 
So  long  to  tell  you  Cccnus  was  arriv’d. 

Cleom.  Go : 

My  Mother,  my  Cleora , and  my  Boy [ Stroking  Cleonid. 

Your  Ears  would  be  polluted  with  fuch  Ills; 
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Which  I mud  try  to  mollify  before 
They  reach  your  tender  hearing. 

Cleor.  I Obey  you. 

But  let  not  Grief  diforder  you  too  much 

For  what  you  loft. 

For  me,  while  I have  You,  and  you  are  kind, 

I ask  no  more  of  Heaven. 

Cleonid.  I go  too, 

Becaufe  my  King  and  Father  bids  me  go : 

Elle,  I have  fternnels  in  my  Soul  enough 
To  hear  of  Murders,  Rapes,  and  Sacrilege : 

For  thofe  are  Soldiers  work ; and  I wou’d  hear  ’em 
To  fpur  me  to  Revenge. 

[Exeunt  Cratificlea,  Cleora,  Cleonidas.- 
Tanth.  He’s  here  already. 

Now  bear  it  like  your  felf. 

Cleom.  I am  arm’d  againft  it. 

Enter  Coenus,  Salutes  Cleomenes. 

Ca nus.  I heard.  Sir,  you  were  refug’d  in  this  Court. 

And  come  to  beg  a favour. 

Cleom.  Good ! a Favour ! 

Sure,  thou  miftak’ft  me  for  the  King  of  Egypt  j- 
And  think’ft  I govern  here  ? 

Coenus.  Y’are  Cleomcnes. 

Cleom.  No  thanks  to  Heaven  for  that : I Ihou’d  have  dy’d,, 
And  then  I had  not  been  this  Cleomcnes. 

Panth.  You  promis’d  Patience,  Sir. 

Cleom.  Thou  art  a Scurvy  Monitor,  I am  Patient. 

Do  I foam  at  Lips  ; 

Or  ftare  at  Eyes  : Methinks  I am  wondrous  Patient. 

Now,  thou  lhalt  lee  how  I can  fwallow  Gall. 

I prithee.  Gentle  Coenus,  tell  the  Story. — [S pealing  Sofily. 

Of  Ruin’d  Sparta ; leave  no  Circumftance 
Untold  of  all  their  Woes  : And  I will  hear  thee,. 

As  unconcern’d,  as  if  thou  told’ft  a Tale 
Of  ruin’d  Troy.  I prithee  tell  us  how 

The 
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The  Victors  robb’d  ; he  Shrines,  polluted  Temples, 

Ranfack’d  each  Wealthy  Houle : No,  fpare  me  that. 

Poor  honeft  Span*  had  no  Wealth  to  lole. 

But  when  thou  corn’ll  to  tell  of  Matrons  ray  idl’d,  c Raijes  his 

And  Virgins* forc’d  ; Then  raife  thy  Voice,  \Voks* 

And  let  me  hear  their  Howlings, 

And  dreadful  dirieks,  as  in  die  ad  of  Rape. 

Panth.  Again  you  are  diftemper’d  ! 

Cleom.  fofily.  Peace,  I am  not. 

I was  but  teaching  him  to  grace  his  Tale 
With  decent  Horror. 

Ccenus.  Your  fick  Imagination  feigns  all  this ; 

Now  hear  a truth,  and  wonder  ! 

Cleom . Has  not  the  Conqueror  been  at  Sparta,  > 

Can Yes. 

Cleom.  Nay;  then  I know  what  follows  Vidory. 

Tantb.  You  interrupt  as  if  you  would  not  know. 

Coenus.  Then  if  you  will  Imagine,  think  fome  King, 

Who  lov’d  his  People,  took  a peaceful  Progrels 
To  fome  far  diftant  place  of  his  Dominions ; 

Smil’d  on  his  Subjeds  as  he  rode  in  Triumph, 

And  ftrew’d  his  Plenty,  wherefoe’er  he  pals’d* 

r?ay,  raife  your  Thoughts  yet  higher.  Think  fome  Deity, 

Some  better  Ceres  drawn  along  the  Sky, 

By  Gentle  Dragons,  fcatter’d  as  die  flew, 

Herfruitful  Grains  upon  the  teeming  Ground, 

And  bad  new  Harvefts  rife. 

Cleom . Do  we  Dream,  P anthem  > 

Fanth.  No  lure ! We  are  awake but  ’tis  he  Dreams, 

Coenut.  The  Soldiers  march’d,  as  in  Proceffion,  flow ; 

And  enter’d  Sparta  like  a Choir  of  Priefts, 

As  if  they  fear’d  to  tread  on  holy  Ground. 

No  Noife  was  heard  ; no  Voice,  but  of  the  Cryer, 
Proclaiming  Peace,  and  Liberty  to  Sparta; 

At  tkat  a peal  of  loud  applauie  rang  out. 

And  thfp’d  the  Air,  till  even  the  Birds  fell  down 
Upon  the  Shouters  Heads  : The  Shops  flew  open. 

And  all  the  bufie  Trades  renew’d  their  Tasks : 
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No  Law  was  chang’d,  no  Cudom  was  controul’d; 

That  had  Lycurgus  liv’d,  or  you  return’d, 

So  Sparta  would  have  fhown. 

Fanth.  If  this  be  true  ! 

Cleom.  If  this  indeed  be  true. 

Then  farewell  Sparta. 

Ccetiut.  Hear  me  out/ 

He  reap’d  no  fruit  of  Conquefl,  but  their  Biddings ; 

Nor  ilay’d  three  Days  in  Sparta  ; Summon’d  thence, 

With  fudden  News  that  a Barbarian  Holt, 

Was  enter’d  Macedonia T 
And  like  a Mighty  Deluge,  rowling  on, 

Swept  all  before  ’em.  Thus  alarm'd,  he  left  us  ; 

March’d  Homeward  ; Met  and  Fought  ’em ; Nay,  and  Liv'd 
To  fay  the  Field  is  mine. 

Fanth.  Dy’d  of  his  Wounds  > 

Cams.  Notfo  ; but  (training  loud  his  feeble  Voice, 

To  animate  his  Soldiers,  broke  a Vein ; 

And  in  a purple  Vomit  pour’d  his  Scul. 

Fanth.  O Blels’d ! Blefs’d  Cams ! for  this  happy  News,  r Emirates 
Cleom.  O Wretch!  O Born  to  all  misfortunes!  Curft,d  Coenus. 
Curft  Clcomenes ! 

Fanth. How’s  this  ! Are  thele  the  thanks  you  pay  the  Gods? 
Who  freed  your  Sparta,  and  remov’d  by  Death 
Your  only  fatal  Foe ! 

Cleom.  O Blind  Fantheu-s ! 

Can’ll  thou  not  find,  that  had  I but  defer’d 
Scllaf.a s Fight  three  Days ; but  three  ihort  Days : 

Fate  then  had  fought  my  Battle  with  Antigonus  ; 

And  I not  fighting  had  been  dill  a King. 

P antb.  That  s true  ; but  that  you  knew  not  when  you  fought. 
Cleom.  Why  therefore,  once  again.  Curd  Cleomenes ! 

’Tis  not  to  be  endur’d. 

That  Fate  of  Empires,  and  the  fall  of  Kings 
Should  turn  on  flying  Hours,  arid  Catch  of  Moments. 

Fanth.  Now,  by  my  Soul,  ’tis  Lazy  Wickednefs, 

To  rail  at  Heaven,  and  not  to  help  your  felf. 

Heaven’s  but  too  kind,  in  o firing  you  the  means : 
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Your  Fate,  once  more,  is  laid  upon  the  Anvil : 

Now  pluck  up  all  the  Spartan  in  your  Soul ; 

Now  ftretch  at  every  ftroke  and  Hammer  out, 

A new  and  nobler  Fortune  ; 

Elfe  may  the  Peaceful  Ground  reftqre  the  Dead, 

And  give  up  Old  Antigonm  again. 

CUom.  I thank  thee  : Thou  haft  added  Flame  to  Fury. 

The  Spartan  Genius  ihall  once  more  be  rowz’d; 

Our  Houfhold  Gods,  that  droop  upon  our  Hearths,. 

Each  from  his  Venerable  Face  fhaii  brufh 
The  Macedonian  Soot,  and  fhine  again. 

Panth*  Now  you  confefs  the  Spantan. 

CUom . Hafte,  P anthem  ! 

I ftruggle  hke  the  Prieftefs  with  a God ; 

With  that  opprefting  God,  that  works  her  Soul. 

Hafte  to  Cleanthesy my  Egyptian  Friend ; 

That  only  Man  that  Egypt  ever  made  : 

He’s  my  Lncina . Say  my  Friendlhip  wants  him 
To  help  me  bring  to  light  a Manly  Birth  ; 

Which  to  the  wondring  World  I fhall  difclofe. 

Or  if  he  fail  me,  periili  hi  my  Throwes.  [Ex.Omnes. 


Act  II.  Scene  I. 

Enter  Cleonienes,  Cleanthes,  Pantheus. 

Cleim.  He  King  fent  for  me,  fay’ft  thou  ! and  to  Council ! 

_£  Clean.  And  I was  coming  to  you,  on  tliat MelTage, 
Juft  when  I met  Tantheus. 

Panth.  Good  Omen,  Sir,  of  feme  intended  good. 

Your  Fortune  mends:  fhe  reconciles  apace. 

When  jEgypt  makes  th’ Advances. 

(Jam.  Rift  a Prophet. 

For  fince  his  Fathers  death,  this  Fithrm'j> 

Has  minded  me  no  more 

Then  Boys  their  laft  Years  Gugaws. 

Petition  on  Petition  ; Prayer  on  Prayer, 

For  Aid,  or  free  DifmiiTion,  ail  Unanfwer’d  ,*  As 
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As  Qleoinenes  were  not  worth  his  Thought, 

Or  He,  that  God,  which  Epicurus  dreamt ; 

Difclainiing  Care,  and  lolling  on  a Cloud. 

Panth.  At  length,  it  leems  itpleafcs  him  to  wake. 

Clccmth.  Yes,  for  lumfelf,  not  you ; he’s  drench’d  too  deep, 
To  wake  on  any  Call,  but  his  own  danger  *. 

My  Father,  his  wife  Pilot,  has  obferv’d 

The  Face  of  Heaven,  and  foes  a gathering  Storm, 

I know  not  from  what  quarter,  but  it  threatens. 

And  while  it  Threats,  he  wants  fuch  hands  as  yours ; 

But  when  ’tis  o’re,  the  Thoughtlefs  King  returns. 

To  Native  doth,  Ihifts  Tides,  and  {lumbers  on. 

Panth.  Sure,  he’ll  remember  to  reward  thofc  Hands-, - 
That  help’d  him  from  the  plunge. 

C leanth.  You  Dream,  P anthem  ! 

Of  former  times,  when  Gratitude  was  Virtue; 

Reward  him ! Yes,  like  PEfcp’s  Snake,  the  wretch 
That  warm’d  him  in  his  Bofom:  We  are,  Tools, 

Vile  abjed  things  created  for  his  ufe. 

As  Bealls  for  Men  ; as  Oxen  draw  the  Yoke, 

And  then  are  lacrific’d. 

Cleom.  1 would  not  ufe  him  fo. 

Cleanth.  You  are  not  Ptolomy , 

Nor  is  He  Cleomenes. 

Clecm.  I’ll  prefs  him  home, 

To  give  me  my  difpatch ; few  Ships  will  ferve 
To  bear  my  little  Band  and  me  to  Greece ; 

I will  not  ask  him  one  of  his  /Egyptians ; 

No,  Let  ’em  keep  ’em  all  for  Slaves  and  Stallions, 

Fit  only  to  beget  their  SuccelTors. 

Cleanth.  Excepting  one  /Egyptian,  that’s  my  fejf. 

Cleom.  Thou  need’ll  not  be  excepted ; Thou  art  only. 
Milplanted  in  abafe  degenerate  Soil; 

But  Nature  when  Hie  made  thee,  meant  a Spartan. 

Panth.  Then  if  your  Father  will  but  fecond  us.- 
Cleanth.  I dare  not  promile  for  him,  but  I’ll  try, 

He  loves  me.  Love  and  Intcrell  fometimes 
May  make  a State  (man  honed. 
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Clem.  For  the  King, 

I know  he’l  not  refute  us,  for  he  dares  nor ; 

A Coward  is  the  kindeft  Animal, 

?Tis  the  mod  givingXreature  in  a fright. 

Cleantb.  Say  the  molt  promifing,  and  there  you  hit  him* 
Cleom.  Well,  Fie  attack  him  on  the  fhaking  fide, 

That  next  his  fearful  Heart. 

Enter  Ceenus. 

Caenns  I come  to  mind  you  of  the  late  Requeif , 

You  would  not  hear : Be  pleas’d  t engage  this  Lord 
And  then  it  may  fucceed. 

Cleom.  What  vvouldft  thou,  Cor/im  ? 

Coenus.  I brought  along 
Some  Horfes  of  the  bed  Theffalian  breed, 

High  fpirited  and  itrong,  and  made  for  War  ; 

Thefe  I would  fell  the  King. 

Cleom.  Miitaken  Man : 

Thou  fhouldtl  have  brought  him  Whores  and  Catamites ; 

Such  Merchandize  is  fit  for  fuch  a Monarch. 

Cleantb.  Would’ft  thou  bring  Horfes  here  to  fhame  our  Men  ? 
Thofe  very  words  of  Spirited  and  WTr, 

Are  Trealon  in  our  Clime. 

Cleom.  From  the  King  downward,  ( if  there  be  a downward. 
From  Ptolomy  to  any  of  his  Slaves !) 

No  true  Egyptian  ever  knew  in  Horfes 
The  Far  Side  from  the  Near. 

Cleanth.  Cleomenes  told  thee  true  : Thou  fhould  have  brought 
A foft  pad  Strumpet  for  our  Monarch’s  ute, 

Tho’  thank’d  be  Hell,  we  want  net  one  at  home  ! 

Our  Mailer’s  MiftrSs,  flie  that  Governs  all. 

'Tis  well  ye  Pow’rs,  ye  made  us  but  Aigyptians, 

You  could  not  have  impos’d 
On  any  other  People  fuch  a Load 
As  an  Effeminate  Tyrant  and  a Woman. 

Cleom.  Self  me  thy  Horfes,  and  at  my  return, 

When  I have  got  from  Conquer’d  Greece  the  Pelf 
That  Noble  Sparta  fcorns,  Til  pay  their  value. 
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Ceenus.  Juft  as  you  paid  me  for  the  fair  Eftate 
I fold  you  there.  \afidt. 

Cleom.  What’s  that  you  mutter  > 

1 isTothiiig : That’s  what  his  Hopes  are  worth — Ex.Qmi. 

(i (id?.  J 0 

Panth.  I fear  he’s  gone  away  diflatisfy’d. 

Clean!  h.  I’ll  make  it  up:  Thole  Horfes  I prefent  you, 

You’ll  put  ’em  to  the  ufe  that  Nature  meant  ’em. 

Cleom.  I burden  you  too  much ! 

Cleanth.  If  you  refufe,  you  burden;  me  much  more  : 

A Trifle  this,'  , _ 

A finging  Eunuch’s  price  ; A Pandar  s Fee 
Exceeds  this  Sum  at  Court. 

The  King  expe&s  us 

Cleom.  Come  after  us,  Pant  hem  ; 

And  bring  my  Boy  Cleonidas  along, 

I’ll  fhew  his  Youth  this  bafe  Luxurious  Courts 

Juft  as  in  fober  Sparta  we  expofe 

Our  drunken  Relates : Only  with  defign 

To  wean  our  Children  front  die  vice  of  Wine.  ExemC 

SCENE  II.  The  Apartment  of  Caflandra. 

Enter  King  Ptolomey,  Solybius  with  Papers  after  him. 

Ptolom.  No  more  of  Bufinefs. 

Sofjh.  Sir,  the  Council  waits  you ! 

Ptolom.  Council!  What’s  that:  a pack  of  Bearded  Slaves, 
Grave  Faces,  Sawcy  Tongues,  and  Knavilh  Hearts, 

That  never  {peak  one  word  but  Self’s  at  bottom  ; 

The  Scavengers  that  fvveep  State-nufances, 

And  are  themfelves  the  greateft.  I’ll  no  Council. 

Sofyh.  Remember  you  appointed  them,  this  day. 

Ptol.  I had  forgot,  ’twas  my  Cajfandra $ Birth-day. 

Sofyb.  Your  Brother  Magas  daily  grows  mote  dangcrou?> 
And  has  the  Soldiers  Hearts. 

Ptol.  I’ll  cut  him  oil 
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Sofyb . Not  £o  foon  done  as  (aid:  The  Spartan  King 
Was  lummon’d  for  Advice,  and  waits  without. 

Ftol.  His  Bufinefs  is  to  wait. 

Sofyb.  Be  pleas’d  to  Sign  thefe  Papers : They  are  ail 
Of  great  concern ! 

Ftol.  My  plealure  is  of  more. 

How  I ! could  curfe  my  Name  of  Ptolomyz 
For  ’tis  fo  long;  it  asks  an  Hour  to  write  it; 

By  Heav’n,  I’ll  change  it  into  Jove  or  Mars  ! 

Or  any  other  civil  Monofy liable. 

That  will  not  tire  my  Hand. 

Sofyb.  Thefe  are  for  Common  Good.  [ Shewing  Papers. 

Ftol.  I am  glad  of  that : 

Thole  fhall  be  lure  to  wait. 

Sofyb.  Orders  to  pay  the  Soldiers,  ripe  for  Mutiny  ; 

They  may  Revolt. 

Ftol.  To  whom? 

Sofyb.  The  Man  you  fear : 

Your  Brother,  Magas . 

Ftol.  That’s  indeed  the  danger : 

Give  me  the  Phyfick ; Let  me  fwailow  quick- — 

There’s  Ftolomy  for  that ; Now,  not  one  more. 

For  every  Minute  I exped:  Caffandra 
To  call  me  to  the  Mufick, 

If  Ihe  Ihould  find  me  at  this  rare  Employment, 

Of  Signing  out  lier  Treaf ires  ? 

Sofyb : The  reft  are  only  Grants  to  her  you  love. 

And  places  for  her  Friends. 

Ftol . I’ll  Sign  ’em  all ; were  every  one  a Province: 

Thou  know’ft  her  Humor,  not  to  brook  denial ! 

And  then  a Quarrel  on  her  Birth-day  too 

Would  be  of  ili  prefage.  [ Signs  more  Papers* 

Enter  Caflandra,  Women. 

Cajfand . I heard  you  waited,  but  you’ll  pardon  me, 

I was  not  fboner  Dreft. 

PtoL  Thus  I begin  my  Homage  to  the  Day  [Pips  her  Hand. 

That 
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That  brought  me  forth  a Miftrifs,  and  am  proud 
To  be  your  forcmoft  Slave. 

Cajfand.  Our  little  Entertainment  waits  ; not  worth 
A longer  Ceremony,  pleafe  to  Grace  it  > 

7hc  SCENE  opens  and  discovers  Caflandra’s  Apartment. 

JHuficians  and  Dancers Ptolomy  leads  in  Caflimdra, 

Sol'ybius  follows They  Sit.  Towards  the  end  of  the  Song  and 

Dance ; Enter  Cleomenes  and  Cleanthes  on  one  fide  of  the 
Stage,  where  they  fland. 

SONG. 

NO  no,  foor  fuff*  ring  Heart  no  Change  endeavour r 
Choofe  to  fujlain  the  [mart,  rather  than  leave  her 
My  ravifh’d  Eyes  behold  fuch  Charms  about  her,. 

I can  dye  with  her,  but  not  live  without  her . 

One  tender  Sigh  of  hers  to  fee  me  Languifh, 

Will  more  than  fay  the  frice  of  my  fafl  Anguijh  % 

Beware  0 cruel  Fair , how  you  fmile  on  me, 

*Twas  a kind  Look  of  yours  that  has  undone  me. 
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Love  has  in  fore  for  me  one  happy  Minute , 

And  She  will  end  my  pain  who  did  begin  it; 

Then  no  day  void  of  Blifs,  or  Pleafure  leaving 3 
Ages  /ball  fide  away  without  perceiving  : 

Cupid  fall  guard  the  Door  the  more  to  pleafe  us, 

And  keep  out  Time  and  Death  when  they  would  feize  us  i 
Time  and  Death  [ball  depart,  and  fay  in  flying , 

Love  has  found  out  a way  to  Live  by  Dying , 

After  the  Mufick  is  over,  Cleomenes  [peaks* 

Cleom.toTls  this  the  Council  of  th’  /Egyptian  King? 

Cleanth.  oAnd  am  I call’d  upon  the  Grave  Debate, 

To  judge  of  trilling  Notes  and  tripping  Feet? 

Cleanth , . 
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Cleanth . ’Tis  of  a piece  with  all  the  reft  of  Ptolomy  l 
A Singing  and  a Dancing  Government. 

0 JE^ypt,  sEgypt  1 Thou  art  grown  the  Lees 
Of  aft  the  World;  The  ftime  of  thy  own  Nyle. 

Sure,  we  had  neither  Human  Syres,  nor  Mothers  ; 

The  Sun  and  Nyle  begot  us;  Ware  fo  Qnvacdiy, 

And  yet  fo  proud  ; lo  many  Gods  we  have , 

And  yet  not  One 

Cleom.  No  more — They  feem  to  gaze  on  me  with  wonder. 
Cleanth.  And  well  they  may  to  lee  a Man  in  JEgypt. 

[King,  Cafland.  Solyb.  rife  and  come  forward. 
PtoL  Welcome ! Royal  Stranger! 

Not  only  to  my  Court,  but  to  my  Bolom. 

Cleom.  I heard  you  fent  for  me;  but  on  what  Bufinefs 
Am  yet  to  learn. 

PtoL  The  greateft  in  the  World  : To  fee  the  Man, 

Whom  even  his  Foes  extoll;  His  Friends  adore. 

And  all  Mankind  admire. 

Cleom . Say  rather.  Sir, 

A Man  forfaken  of  his  better  Stars, 

A banilh’d  Prince ; The  fliadow  of  a King. 

Pto.  My  Fathers  Friend. 

Cleom . I muft  not  think  lo  vainly  of  my  feif, 

To  be  what  you  have  faid,  left  it  upbraid  you, 

To  let  your  Fathers  Friend,  for  three  long  Months, 

Thus  Dance  attendance  for  a word  of  Audience. 

Caffand.  Now  by  my  Soul,  ’tis  nobly  urg’d  : He  fpeaks 
As  if  he  were  in  Sparta,  on  his  Throne  ; 

Not  asking  Aid ; but  granting  : 

How  little  looks  our  Pageant  Prince  to  him! 

This  is  the  only  King  I ever  favv. 

Cleom . By  all  the  Gods  ; when  I have  flood  repuls’d 
Before  your  Gates,  and  could  not  gain  admittance, 

1 have  not  Sigh’d  fo  much  for  my  own  forrows. 

As  I have  bluih’d  for  your  ungenerous  Ufage. 

Cleanth . Not  a word,  Ptolomey  ! 

Alham’d  by  all  that’s  good  to  be  mifcall’d 
A King,  when  this  is  prefenr. 


Cleom, 
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Clccm.  Think  you ’t is  nothing 
Tor  me  to  beg  ; That  1 conftrain  my  Temper 
To  fue  for  Aid,  which  you  ihould  nrfl  have  offer’d. 

Believe  me,  Ptolomej,  a Noble  Soul 

Does  much  that  asks  : He  £ives  you  pow’r  t’oblige  him. 

Know,  Sir,  There’s  a proud  Modelty  in  merit, 

Averfe  from  begging  ; and  refolv’d  to  pay 
Ten  times  the  Gift  it  asks. 

Pto.  I have  been  to  blame ; 

And  you  have  juftly  tax’d  my  long  negled:. 

I am  Young,  and  am  a Lover ; and  how  far 
Fair  Eyes  may  make  even  Kings  forgetful.  Look, 

And  read  my  belt  Excufe. 

dearth.  O Miracle ! He  blullies ! \Ajidt, 

The  firlt  red  Virtue  I have  ever  feen 
Upon  that  Face. 

Caff  and.  I am  lorry,  Sir,  y’have  made  me  your  Excufe  • 

As  if  I Hood  betwixt  the  Good  you  meant ; 

And  intercepted  every  Royal  Grace. 

Now  in  my  own  Defence  I mult  Iblicite 
All  his  concerns  as  mine  : 

And  if  my  Eyes  have  powr,  He  Ihould  not  lue 
In  vain,  nor  linger  with  a long  delay. 

Ptolo.  Well ! j’ll  confider. 

Cajjand.  Say  that  word  again ; 

And  I’ll  confider  too. 

Ptolo.  Prithee  be  fatisfy’d,  He  iliall  be  aided,. 

Or  I’ll  no  more  be  King. 

Cleanth.  i When  wert  thou  one  ? For  llianie,for  lhame  ye  Gods, 
Me.  > That  e’er  you  put  it  in  a Strumpets  power. 

To  do  lo  good  a Deed  ! 

doom.  I am  a Spartan,  Madam,  Icarce  of  Words  ; 

We  have  but  juft  enough  to  lpeak  our  Meaning. 

Be  thank’d  ; That’s  ail  I could  have  faid  to  Jove, 

Had  Jove,  like  you,  reitor’d  me  to  my  Crown. 

Sofjh.  i The  Gods  have  giv’n  you.  Sir,  the  fpeedy  m:ans 
to  Cleom.  a To  fatisfie  your  Debt  of  Gratitude. 

Ckom.  Oh  make  me  happy  : Tell  me  how  this  Sword 

D (This 
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( This  and  my  Heart  are  all  that’s  left  me  now) 

Can  be  Employ’d  to  ferve  the  Crown  of  dEgypt. 

Clewth . i Well  faid  Father : Thou  art  a true  Statefman. 
djide.  J So  much  for  fo  much,  is  the  way  at  Court. 
Sofyb.  My  King  has  in  the  Camp  a Younger  Brother, 
Valiant  they  fay,  but  very  Popular ; 

He  gets  too  far  into  the  Soldiers  Grace ; 

And  Inches  out  my  Mailer. 

Clem . Is  the  King 
Allur’d  of  this,  by  any  Overt- Ad  ; 

Or  any  clofe  Confpiracy  reveal’d  ? 

Ptolo . He  has  it  in  his  pow’r  to  be  a Tray  tor  ; 

And  that’s  enough. 

Sofyb.  He  has  it  in  his  will  too  : 

Elfe  why  this  Oftentation  of  his  Virtues, 

His  Bounty,  Valour,  and  his  Temperance  ? 

Why  are  they  thus  expos’d  to  publick  View  > 

But  as  a Venus  fet  befiaes  a Monfter, 

To  make  an  Odious  Comparifon; 

As  if  his  Brother  wanted  what  he  boafts  > 

Ptolo.  What’s  to  be  done  with  him  ? 

Cuffand.  There  needs  no  more,  I think,  but  to  contriVe, 
With  Secrefy,  and  Safety,  to  Difpatch  him. 

C leanth.  ( I thank  thee,  that  thou  haft  not  Cozen’d  me 
afide.  a In  this  Advice  : For  two  good  deeds  together 
Had  been  too  much  in  Confcience  for  thy  calling. 

Ptolo . He  Dies,  that’s  out  of  doubt. 

Cleom . Your  Brother,  Sir  ! 

Ptolo.  Why  do  you  ask  that  Queftion  > 

Cleom.  Becaufe  I had  a Brother ; 
roh  grief  to  fay  I had,  and  have  not  now) 

Wife,  Valiant,  Temperate;  and  in  ihort  a Spartan] 

Had  all  the  Virtues,  which  your  Counfellor 
Imputed  to  your  Brother,  as  his  Crimes  : 

He  Lov’d  me  well  ; fo  well,  he  could  but  die. 

To  fbcw  he  Lov’d  me  better  than  his  Life  : 

He  loft  it  for  me  in.  ScUafids  Field  ; 

And  went  the  greateft  Ghoft  of  all  our  name. 

That  ever  had  a Brother  or  a King.  Scfyh 
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Sojyb.  Wipe  off  the  Tears,  that  {land  upon  your  Eyes; 
Good  Nature  works  too  far.  Kings  have  no  Brothers  : 

What  Men  call  fuch  are  Rivalls  of  their  Crowns  ; 

Yours  tim’d  his  Death,  lb  as  to  Merit  Grief. 

Who  knows,  but  he  laid  in,  by  that  lad  Adion, 

The  means  to  have  betray’d  you,  had  he  Liv’d. 

Clem.  I would  fay  fomething  : but  I curb  my  paffion, 
Becaufe  thou  art  the  Father  to  my  Friend. 

To  you,  Sir,  this ; If  you  Condemn  your  Brother,  [To  Ptolo. 
Only  becaufe  he’s  Bounteous,  Great,  and  Brave  ; 

Know  you  Condemn  thofe  Virtues,  own  you  want  ’em. 

Had  you  a Thoufand  Brothers,  fuch  as  he, 

You  ought  to  fhew  you  are  above  ’em  all  ; 

By  daring  to  reward,  and  Cherifli  ’em, 

As  Bucklers  of  your  Crown  in  time  ©f  War  ; 

And  in  foft  Peace,  the  Jewels  that  adorn  it. 

Caffand.  I ftand  Correded,  Sir,  he  ought  to  Live. 

Ptolo.  I think  fb  too. 

Sofyb.  I do  not  wilh  his  Death, 

Howe’re  I feem’d  to  give  that  rugged  Counfel. 

“•}Well  laid  again  Father!  Comply,  comply: 

Follow  the  Sun,  True  Shadow. 

Sofyb.  I only  wilh  my  Mailer  may  be  fafe ; 

But  there  are  Mercenaries  in  the  Army, 

Three  thoufand  Greeks,  the  Flower  of  all  our  Troops, 

Like  Wolves  indeed  among  /Egyptian  Lambs  ; 

If  thefe  Revolt (I  do  not  fay  they  will ) 

But  if  your  Brother  pleafe  to  take  the  Crown : 

And  be  not  good  enough,  to  let  you  Reign, 

Thole  Greeks  where  e’er  they  go,  will  turn  the  Scale. 

Pul.  What  think  you,  Cleomenes  ? 

Cleons.  He  fays  true. 

Ptol.  Then  Magas  muft  not  .live. 

Cieom.  That  does  not  follow : 

Fear  not  thofe  Mercenaries : They  are  mine ; 

Devoted  to  my  Intereft;  Commanded  by  my  Nod: 

They  are  my  Limbs  of  War,  and  I their  Soul: 

D a Were 
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Were  they  in  Arms  agaijift  you  at  your  Gates  ; 

High  in  their  Rage,  and  fix’d  upon, the  Spoil, 

Should  I fay.  Hold  ; Nay,  fliould  I only  Frown, 

They  could  not  bear  my  Eyes,  but  Aw’d  and  Mailer ’d. 

Like  Lions  to  their  Keepers,  would  couch  and  fawn 
And  ijiiobey  their  Hunger. 

Ptol.  Wondrous  Man  !.  [Embraces  him.. 

How  I admire  thy  Virtue ! 

Cajjand.  And  his  Genius ; 

•Some  are  born  Kings, 

Made  up  of  three  parts  Fire,  fo  full  of  Heaven, 

Ic  lparkles  at  their  Eyes : Inferior  Souls, 

Know  ’em  as  foon  as  feen,  by  fure  inltindt, 

To  be  their  Lords,  and  naturally  Woriliip 
The  lecret  God  within  ’em. 

Sofyb.  Sir,  I humbly  beg 

A word  in  private [to  Ptol. 

Ptol.  Madam  ! 

Cajjand.  You  may  go. 

Sofyb.  Cleanthes,  follow  me.  [ Ex.  Ptol.  Sofyb.  Cleanthes. 
Enter  Cleonidas. 

CUonid.  Pant  ham  brought  me  hither  to  attend  you, 

Cleom.  And  thou  art  welcome,  but  thou  corn’ll  tc»  late. 
Cajfand.  Your  Page  of  Honour  ! 

C leonid.  The  miftake  is  eafie  in  fuch  a Courts  as  this. 
Where  Princes  look  like  Pages. 

Cleom.  ’Tis  my  Son  ! 

Cajfand.  I mull  have  leave  to  love  you,  Royal  Youth  ; 
.Above  all  Nations  I Adore  a Greek, 

And  of  all  Greeks  a Spartan.  [ Looking  on  Cleomcnes, 

Cleom.  What  he  is. 

And  what  I am,  are  owing  to  your  Favour. 

'toClfenid  $ Shall  I not  be  your  Millrifs  ? [Looking  on  Cleom* 

Cleonid.  No,  fori  would  not  get  /Egyptians. 

Cajfand.  For  what,  Sir,  do  you  take  us  ? 
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Cl eonid.  For  what  you  are  ; 

Wlien  the  Gods  moulded  up  the  Pafte  of  Man, 

Some  of  their  Dough  was  left  upon  their  hands, 

For  want  of  Souls  : And  fo  they  made  ^Egyptians : 

They  were  intended  for  four  Feet;  And  when 
They  come  to  run  before  our  Nobl e.Spartans, 

They  1 curfe  the  Gods  for  the  Two  Legs  they  ow’d  ’em. 

Caff  and.  Then  frnce  you  will  not  let  me  be  your  Miftrifs, 
Would  I had  been  your  Mother.  [ Looking  jlill  on  Cleoin. 

Cleon.  So  would  not  l: 

For  then  I had  not  been  all  Spartan. 

Caffand.  afide.  He  anfwers  not  my  Glances,  ftupid  Man ; 

My  tender  Looks;  my  languithing  Regards, 

Are  like  mif-aiming  Arrows,  loft  in  Air, 

And  mifs  the  flying  Prey. 

While  She  walks,  Cleom.  and  Cleomd.  are  locking  on  a 
Pjclure  hanging  on  the  fide  of  the  Scenes. 

[ She  takes  out  a Pocket  Glafs  and  looks  in  it 

Thefe  F,yes  I Thank  the  Gods 

Are  ftiil  the  fame : The  Diamonds  are  not  dimm’d:  . 

Nor  in  their  Luftre  : loft  in  Ptolemy  ; 

Small  Boaft : Alas ! Ptolomy  has  no  Soul, 

’Tis  what  he  wants,  I love  in  Cleornenes  ; 

Perhaps  he  dares  not  think  I would  be  Lov’d, 

Then  muft  I make  the  advance;  and  making  loft 
The  vaft  Prerogative  our  Sex  enjoys, 

Of  being  Courted  firft : Courted  ! To  what  ? 

To  our  own  Willies:  There’s  the  point ; but  ftiil, - 
To  fpeak  our  Willies  firft ; Forbid  it,  pride, 

Forbid  it  Modefty  : T;ue;  They  forbid  it. 

But  Nature  does  not : When  we  are  a Thirft, 

Or  Hungry,  Will  imperious  Nature  flay  ? 

Not  Eat  nor  Drink,  before ’tis  bid.  Fall  on: 

Well  Sex,  if  this  muft  be, 

That  I muft  not  invite:  I may  at  leaft.be  fuffer’d. 


To 
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To  lay  fome  kind  Occafion  in  his  way, 

That  if  he  dare  but  fpeak ; He  may  fucceed. 

[ She  turns  towards  ’em,  and  ohferves  what  they  re  doing. 

^ Cleom.  turns  and  meets  her  ; Cleonid.  looks 
f fiill  on  the  fixture. 

Cleom . I durft  not  have  prefum’d  to  interrupt 
Your  private  Thoughts.  v 

Caf'in.  They  wholly  were  imploy’d  in  ferving  you; 

But  durft  not,  and  prefume,  are  words  of  Fear ; 

I thought  they  were  not  in  your  Spartan  Tongue ; 

For  my  fake,  baniih  ’em : 

On  what  were  you  fo  earneftly  employ’d  ? 

You  would  not  look  this  way. 

Cleom.  A Picture,  Madam . 

Cajfand.  View  it  agen,  ’tis  worth  a fecond  Sight, 

Your  Son  obferves  it  ltill;  ’Twere  well  to  help 

My  Lover’s  Underftanding ; [Goes with  him  to  the  Picture. 

Know  you  this  Piece,  young  Prince  ? 

Cleon.  Some  Battle,  I believe  ; and  in  that  Thought, 

I gaze  with  fuch  Delight . 

Cleom.  Some  Rape,  I guefs. 

Cajfand.  That's  near  the  true  Defign,  and  yet  miftaken ; 

’Tis  Paris  bearing  from  your  Spartan  Shore, 

The  Beauteous  Hellen  ; How  do  you  approve  it? 

Cleom.  Not  in  the  leaft,  for  ’tis  a fcurvy  piece. 

Cajfand.  And  yet  ’tis  known  to  be  Apelles  Hand  ; 

The  Style  is  his,  you  grant  he  was  a Mafter. 

Cleom.  ’Tis  fcurvy  ltill,  becaufe  it  reprelents 
A bafe  difhoneft  Act;  to  violate 
All  Holpitable  Rites,  to  force  away, 

His  Benefactors  Wife  ; Ungrateful  Villain  ; 

And  fo  the  Gods,  Th’  avenging  Gods  have  judg’d. 

Cleonid.  Was  he  a Spartan  King  that  fuller’d  this? 

Sure  he  reveng’d  the  Rape  ? 

Cleom.  He  did,  my  Boy , 

And  flew  ths  Ravifher. 

Cajfand.  Look  better.  Sir;  You’ll  find  it  was  no  Rape ; 
Mark  well  that  Hellen  in  her  Lovers  Arms  : 

Can 
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Can  you  not  fee,  flic  but  affe&s  to  ftrivc ; 

She  heaves  not  up  her  Hands  to  Heav’n  for  help. 

But  hugs  the  kind  Companion  of  her  Flight. 

See  how  her  tender  Fingers  ilrain  his  Tides ; ; 

’Tis  an  Embrace  ; a Grafping  of  Defire  ; 

A very  Belt  of  Love,  that  Girds  his  Wafte. 

She  looks  as  if  lhe  did  not  fear  to  fall. 

But  only  lofe  her  Lover  if  lhe  fell : 

Obferve  her  Eyes ; How  flow  they  feem  to  rowl 
Their  Wilhing  Looks,  and  Languilh  on  his  Face : 

Obferve  the  whole  Defign,  and  you  wou’d  Swear, 

She  Ravilh’d  Paris,  and  not  Tans,  Her. 

Cleom.  Sparta  has  not  to  Boaft  of  fuch  a Woman  ; 

Nor  Troy  to  thank  her,  for  her  ill-plac’d  Love. 

Cajfand.  But  Paris  had  ; as  for  the  War  that  follow’d, 
’Twas  but  a Fable  of  a Grecian  Wit, 

To  raife  the  Valour  of  his  Countrymen  : 

For  Menelaus  was  an  Honeft  Wretch  ; 

A Tame  good  Man,  that  never  durft  refent ; 

A meer  Convenient  Husband ; Dull  and  Slavifh ; 

By  Nature  meant  the  thing  the  Lovers  made  him. 

Cleom.  His  Goodnefs  aggravates  their  Crime  the  more  : 
Had  Menelaus  us’d  his  Hellen  ill. 

Had  he  been  Jealous,  or  diftrufted  both, 

I would  allow  a grain  or  two,  for  Love ; 

And  plead  in  their  Excufe. 

Cajfand.  There  was  their  fafety  that  he  was  not  Jealous 
What  would  you  more  of  him  i He  was  a Fool, 

And  put  the  happy  means  into  their  hands. 

Cleom.  I cannot  much  commend  my  Countryman. 

Cajfand.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  your  Countryman  was  dull. 
That  did  not  underhand  fo  plain  a Courtihip. 

Have  Spartans  Eyes  for  nothing  ? not  to  fee 
So  manifeft  a Palfion  ? 

Cleom.  Yes  too  well.  \ajid(. 

Madam,  your  Goodnefs  interefls  you  too  much 
In  Hellens  Caufe.  I have  no  more  to  urge. 

But  that  lhe  was  a Wife  : That  Word,  a Wife, 

In  fpight  of  all  your  Eloquence  condemns  her. 
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Caffand.  You  argue  juftly  ; Therefore  ’twas  a Crime  : 

But  had  ihe  been  a Miftris,  not  a Wife; 

Her  Love  had  been  a Virtue,  to  forfake 
The  Naufeous  Bed  of  a Loath’d  fullome  King  ; 

And  fly  into  a Iprightly  Lovers  Arms. 

Her  Love  had  been  a Merit  to  her  Paris, 

To  leave  lier  Country,  and  what  more  her  Kingdom  * 

With  a Poor  Fugitive  Prince  to  Sail  away. 

And  bear  her  Wealth  along  to  make  him  happy, 

Qlecm.  You  put  your  Picture  in  the  faireit  Light . 

But  both  the  Lovers  broke  their  plighted  Vows; 

He  to  O'enone,  She  to  Menelaus. 

Ojf/W.The  Gods  that  made  two  Fools  had  done  more  juftly 
To  have  match’d  Menelaus  with  Oenone  : 

Think  bett.r  of  myPidture,  it  deferves 
A Second  thought ; it  fpeaks ; the  He  Hen  fpeaks. 

C leonid.  It  fpeaks  /Egyptian  ; a bale  Dilhoneft  Tongue. 

C affand.  You  are  too  Young  to  underhand  her  Language, 

[ To  Cleonidas. 

Do  not  thank  me,  [ To  Cleomenes. 

Till  I have  brought  your  bufmefs  to  perfection  : 

Doubt  not  my  kindnefs  ; nothing  fhail  be  wanting 
To  make  your  Voyage  happy. 

Cleom,  I only  fear  th’Excels  of  your  full  Bounty  ! 

To  give  me  more  then  what  my  wants  require. 

( Exit  Cleomenes  and  Cleonidas. 
Cajjand.  Meaning,  perhaps,  my  Perlbn  and  my  Love  ! 

I would  not  think  it  lo ; and  yet  I fear, 

And  while  I fear,  his  Voyage  lliali  be  hinder’d  : 

No  breath  of  Wind 

Can  ftir,  to  waft,  him  hence,  unlefc  I pleafe  : 

I am  the  Goddefs  that  commands  the  Seas. 

In  Vain  Ire  Vows  at  any  other  Shrine, 

My  Heart  is  in  his  Hands ; his  Fate’s  in  mine. 

[Exeunt  CaftandraJ 

ACT 
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Act  III.  Scene  I. 

SCENE,  The  Kings  Apartment, 

A Table  fet . Pcolomey,  Sofybius,  Callandra,  fitting  z 

Ptolomy  at  the  Upper  end ; Callandra  on  one  fide , 
Sofybius  on  the  other . 

Ttolomy . T Mud  confefs  ’twas  Obvious.  ( Nod: 

Sofyb.  He  faid  lie  could  Command  ’em  with  his 
Can  he  do  this  with  Mercenaries,  rais’d 
Not  at  his  Charge,  but  yours  > by  you  maintain’d : 

What  could  he  more,  had  they  been  Spartans  bom  > 

Cajjand.  What  would  you  hence  infer  > 

Sofyb.  What  you  oblerv’d  > 

Some  are  born  Kings  ; and  fo  is  Cleomenes. 

Cajfand.  A great  Soul  dares  not  call  himfelf  a Villain : 

He  has  that  Intered,  and  will  ufe  it  nobly  ; 

To  ferve,  and  not  to  mine  his  Prote&or, 

Sofyb.  Is  JEgypt’s  fafety,  and  the  Kings,  and  Yours* 

Fit  to  be  truded  on  a bare  fuppofe, 

That  he  is  Honed  ? Honed,  let  him  be; 

But  on  his  own  Experiment,  not  ours  ! 

Man  is  but  Man;  Uncondant  dill,  and  Various; 

There’s  no  to  Morrow  in  him,  like  to  Day. 

Perhaps  the  Atoms  rowling  in  his  Brain, 

Make  him  think  Honediy  this  prelent  Hour ; 

The  next  a Swarm  of  Bale,  Ungrateful  Thoughts 
May  mount  aloft : And  where’s  our  JEgypt  then  ? 

Who  would  trud  Chance  ? fince  all  Men  have  the  Seeds 
Of  Good  and  111,  which  ihould  work  upward  fird. 

Cajfand.  Ail  men  ! then  you  are  one  ; and  by  that  Rule, 

Y our  wicked  Atonies  may  be  working  now 
To  give  bad  Council ; That  you  dill  may  Govern. 

Sofyb.  I would  the  King  would  Govern. 
v Cajfand.  Becaule  you  think  I have  too  much  Command. 
Ptolo.  Would  you  would  rule  me  both  by  turns,  in  quiet. 
And  let  me  take  my  Eafe  ! 


CLEOMENES, 

Caffand.  Tlien  my  turns  firft. 

Sofyb.  Our  Matters  Safety  in  found  reafon  ought 
To  be  prefer’d  to  both. 

ptolo.  So  thinks  Caff. war  a too. 

Caffand.  No  5 Gourt  Sofyb  ins,  and  c2.ft.Caff.wdra  off' 
ptolo.  What  have  I faia,  or  done. 

To . merit  this  unkindnefs  > 

Tell  me  but  what  you  think  of  Cleomenes, , 

And  be  my  Oracle. 

Caffand.  I know  him  Grateful. 

Sofyb.  To  know  him  grateful,  is  enough  for  Jove. 

Caffand.  And  therefore  not  too  much  for  me  in  /Egypt 
I fay,  I know  him  Honeft. 

Ptolo.  Then  I know  it. 

Now  may  Sofybius  fpeak  ? 

Caffand.  He  may  : but  not  to  contradict  my  knowledge. 
Sofyb.  Then  I concur,  to  let  him  go  for  Greece ; 

And  wilh  our  /Egypt  fairly  rid  of  him. 

For,  as  our  Apis,  tho’  in  Temples  fed. 

And  under  Golden  Roofs,  yet  loaths  his  food, 

Becaufe  reftrain’d ; and  longs  to  roam  in  Meads, 

Among  the  Milky-Mothers  of  the  Herd. 

So,  Cleomenes , kept  by  force  in  /Egypt, 

Is  fallen  at  our  Feafts ; abhors  our  Dainties  ; 

And  longs  to  change,  ’em  for  his  Spartan  Broth. 

He  may  be  dang’rous  hers ; Then  fond  him  hence,. 

With  aid  enough  to  Conquer  all  he  loft. 

And  make  him  formidable  to  Mankind. 

Caffand.  He  may  be  formidable  then,  to  us. 

That  thou  wou’dft  fay. 

Sofyb.  No : for  you  know  him  grateful. 

Caffand.Would  thou  wouldft  learn  to  fpeak  without  a double. 
Thou  Delphian  Statelman.  [Rifes. 

Sofyb.  Would  I could  know  your  Willies  that  I might : 

I would  but  Imooth  their  way  and  make  em  ’eaiy ! [bowing. 

Caffand.  Good  Old  Man  ! [ Smiling. 

A little  over  Zealous,  but  well-meaning. 

My  Wilhes  are  the  honour  of  my  King. 

That  Ttolomy  may  keep  his  Royal  word  ; 


And 
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And  I my  promife  to  procure  this  Aid ; 
if  to  be  Miitrifs,  fignifics  Command, 

Let  this  be  done:  If  not,  the  King  may  find, 

Another  Beauty,  worthier  of  his  Bed  ; 

And  I another  Lover,  lefs  ungrateful : 

Ptol.  Let  /Egypt  fink  before  that  fatal  day ; 

No,  we  are  one  : Cajfandra,  we  are  one : 

Or  I am  nothing  ? Thou  art  Ptolomy. 

Caff  and.  Now  you  deferve  to  be  the  firfl  of  Kings, 

Becaufe  you  rank  your  felf  the  firfl;  of  Lovers  : 

What  can  I do  to  ihow  Cajfandra  grateful? 

Nothing  but  this ; 

To  be  lb  nice  in  my  Concerns  for  you : 

To  doubt  where  Doubts  are  no* : To  be  too  fearful ; 

To  raife  a Bug-bear  Shadow  of  a Danger, 

And  then  be  frighted,  tho’  it  cannot  reach  you. 

Sofyb.  Be  pleas’d  to  name  your  apprehensions,  Madam. 
Caffand.  Plain  Souls  like  mine,  judge  others  by  thcmlelves : 
Therefore  I hold  our  Ckomcms  honeft : 

But  fince  ’tis  poflible  : Tho’  barely  fe, 

That  he  may  prove  ungrateful, 

I would  have  pledges  given  us  of  his  Faith, 

His  Wife,  his  Mother,  and  his  Son,  be  left 
As  Hoftages  in  /Egypt. 

Sofyb.  Admirable : 

Some  God  infpir’d  you  with  this  prudent  Council. 

Ptol.  I thought  (o  toe,  but  that  I durft  not  (peak. 

Sofyb.  Leave  me  to  manage  this. 

Cajfand.  My  beft  Scfybius ! 

But  do  it  furely,  by  the  eafiefl  means, 

Infufe  it  gently : Do  not  pour  it  down  ; 

Let  him  not  think  he  Hands  lufpedled  here; 

And  lealtof  all,  by  Me! 

Sofyb.  He  lhall  not,  Madam. 

Now  Sir,  th’  Illumination-Feaft  attends  you*: 

For  Apis  has  appear’d, 

Ptol.  Why  then  I mull  be  formal. 

Go  to  the  Temple. 

E a 


Come 
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Come  my  fair  Cajfattdra, 

That  I may  have  an  Object  worth  my  Worlhip.  [atfde. 

Caffand.  The  God  that  I Adore  is  in  my  Breail  ?. 

This  is  the  Temple  : This  is  the  Sacrifice : 

But  to  the  Pow’rs  Divine  we  make  Appeal, 
with  great  Devotion ; and  with  little  Zeal. 

[ Exeunt  Ptol,  and  Cafiand, 

Sofyb.  folus.  Yes  yes,  it  lhall  be  done;  but  not  her  way : 

Call  in  my  Son  Cleewthes : This  Caffandra 

Is  our  enchanting  Syren  : She  that  Sings 
Our  Ptolemy  into  fecure  Deliiuclion  : 

In  vain  I Couniel  him  t’avoid  his  Ruine  : 

Thefc  W omen-Charmers,  Oh  they  have  a Devil 

Too  ilrong  to  dilpoilefs.  Call  in  my  Son.  [ Goes  to  the  Door. v 

Enter  Cleanthes. 

Ckanthes ! Are  you  Cleomeneis  Friend* 

Or  only  Teem  you  fiicli  > 

Chant h . To  leem  to  be,  and  not  to  be  what  I feem. 

Are  things  my  honeft  Nature  underltands  not. 

Sofyb.  But  you  mult  love  your  King  and  Country  more. 
Cleanth . Yes,  when,  ! have  a King  and  Country 
That  can  deferve  my  Love ! 

JEgypt,  as  JEgyft  is,  deferves  it  not : 

A People,  baler  than  the  Beads  they  worlhip  : 

Below  their  Pot-herb-gods  that  grow  in  Gardens  : 

The  King- — 

Sofyb.  Go  to. ; Young  Man  , what  e’er  he  be, 

I mult  not  hear  my  Mailer  vilify ’d. 

Cleanth . Why  did  you  name  him  then?  Were  I at  Pray’rSv, 
And  even  for  you,  whom  as  my  Soul  I love. 

If  Ttolomy  Ihould  come  a Crols  my  Thoughts* 

A Curie  would  follow  where  I meant  a Blefling, 

Sofyb . ’Tis  well,  txs  well,  I am  lb  fond  a Father ; 

Thole  words  were  death  in  any  other  Mouth; 

I know  too  much  of  you,  you^ove  the  Spartan, 

Beyond  your  King  and  Country. 


Cl  a nth, 
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’Tis  a Truth; 


Cleanth. 

So  Noble  ; I would  own  it  to  the  Gods, 

And  they  be  proud  to  hear  it, 

Sofyb.  Confels  you  love  him  better  than  your  Father. 

Cleanth.  No;  but  I love  him  equal  with  my  Father. 

Sofyb.  Say  better,  and  fay  true  : 

If  we  were  oppofite,  and  one  mull  fall. 

Whom  would!!  thou  Save  ? 

Cleanth.  Neither;  For  both  would  dye : 

Before  I could  refolve. 

Sofyb.  If  I command  thee, 

To  break  thy  Friendlhip  with  him  ? Would!!  thou  ? 

Cleanth.  No : 

Sofyb.  Why  then  thou  haft  confefs’d,  thou  lov’ft  him  more. 
Cleanth.  Not  fo  : For  lhould  he  bid  me  dilobey. 

Or  not  love  you : Thus,  would  I anfwer  him. 

As  I have  anfvver’d  you. 

Sofyb.  Ungrateful  Boy! 

Cleanth.  You  bid  me  tell  you  true,  and  this  is  my  reward* 
Sofyb.  Go  from  my  Sight. 

Cleanth.  I will ; but  would  not  go 
Without  your  Blefiing, 

Sofyb.  O,  fo  well  I love  thee. 

That  I could  Curie  thee  for  not  ioVing  me : 

Stay,  I would  fend  thee  on  a Meflage  to  him. 

But  that  I fear  thy  Faith. 

Cleanth.  You  wrong  my  Piety. 

Sofyb.  It  much  concerns  my  Intereft,  which  is  thine  ; 
Wouldn't  thou  deliver  what  1 have  to  lay  ? 

Would’!!  thou  induce  his  P.calbn  to  comply  ? 

Cleanth.  Both;  Granting  your  Propolals  Honourable  ; 

If  not,  employ  fome  Mercenary  Tongue, 

The  Court  affords  you  ftore  : And  {pare  my  Virtue ! 

Sofyb.  I would  have  Cleomenes  lent  away. 

With  Royal  Aid. 

Cleanth.  You  promis’d  him  he  lhould. 

Sofyb.  And  would  have  thee  perfwade  him  to  this  Voyage. 
Cleanth.  A welcome  Errand  : Oh  my  dear,  dear  Father, 

Sofyb, 
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Scfyb.  Bur  on  my  terms,  mark  that ; my  terms ; Cleanthes. 
Cleanth.  I fear’d  the  Statefman  in  you. 

Scfyb.  I would  have  JEgyyt  fafe : That’s  all  my  Intereft  ; 
And  therefore  he  mull;  leave  behind  for  Pawns, 


Cleanth.  ’Tis  clogging  of  a Gift:  ’Tis  bale,  mean  Council 
I hope  you  gave  it  not. 

■Scfyb.  No:  ’Twas Caffandra ! 

But  ine  would  have  that  Odium  call  on  me, 

I am  her  Beall  of  Burden  and  mull  bear  it. 

Cleanth.  I never  can  belye  fo  good  a Father ! 

But  this  I’ll  do : 

The  Mellage  lhall  be  faithfully  deliver’d, 

And  all  the  Strumpet  Hand  expos’d  to  lhame. 

Scfyb.  Thou;  him  my  meaning ; but  lie  mull  be  fecret ; 
Mull  feem  to  take  the  Favour  as  from  Her : 

And  lay  the  hardlhip  of  the  Terms  on  me. 

Cleanth.  He  lhall. 

Scfyb.  And  thou  wilt  Gild  this  bitter  Pill : 

For  there’s  no  other  way  to  go  from  hence, 

But  leaving  thefe  behind. 

Cleanth.  A Beam  of  Thought  comes  glancing  on  my  Soul. 


The  Pledges  lhall  be  left. 

Scfyb,.  My  bell  Cleanthes  : [ Embraces  him. 

But  haflte,  and  lole  no  time ! 

Cleanth.  I am  all  on  fire  to  lerve  my  Friend  and  Father. 


Scfyb.  alone.  This  Cleomencs  ought  to  be  dilpatch’d  : 
Difpatch’d  the  lafell  way  : He  ought  to  dye  ; 

Not,  that  I hate  his  Virtue ; but  1 fear  it  : 

The  Millrifs  drives  my  Councils  to  the  Leeward; 
Now  I mull  edge  upon  a point  of  Wind  ; 

And  make  How  way,  recovering  more  and  more. 


His  Mother,  Wife  and  Son. 


I’ll  undertake  it 


Ex.  Cleanthes. 


Till  1 can  bring  my  Veflel  lafe  alhore* 


Exit.  Sofyb. 
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SCENE  of  a Temple  with  Illuminations.  An  Altar,  Apis  painted 
above ; Friejls  and  Chorijlers.  Ptolomy,  Caflandra,  Courtiers 
Men  and  Women  , all  decently  plac’d.  Mufick  Instrumental 
and  Vocal.  Then  Ptolomy  taking  Caflandra  by  the  Hand,  ad- 
vances to  the  Altar  of  Apis,  bowing  thrice,  and  gives  the  High 
Frieft  a Furfe.  Soft  Mufick  all  the  while  Ptolomy  and 
Caflandra  are  Adoring  and  fpeaking. 

Ptolo.  Soul  of  the  Univerfe,  and  fource  of  Life, 

Immortal  Apis,  thou  thrice  Holy  Fire, 

Hear  /Egypt’s  Vows  and  mine : if  as  we  dream, 

/Egyptian  Earth  Impregnated  with  Flame, 

Sprung  the  firft  man  ; 

Preferve  thy  Primitive  Plantation  here. 

Then  for  my  felf,  thy  Type,  and  thy  Vicegerent, 

Rowl  from  my  Loins  a long  Defcent  of  Kings  : 

Mix’d  of  Cajjandra’s  kindly  blood  and  mine. 

Mine  be  flic  only,  and  I only  hers. 

And  when  I fhall  refolve  again  to  thee, 

May  Ihe  furvive  me,  and  be  Queen  of  /Egypt : 

Hear  this,  and  firm  it  with  to  me  happy  Omen. 

[An  Augury  portending  good  Sttccefs  arifss  from  the  Altar 

Omnes.  Apis  be  prais’d  for  this  Aufpicious  Omen. 

[ Ptolo.  bowing  retires  and  feems  pleas'd. 

Caf  kneels.  Great  pow’r  of  Love  ! who  fpreadft  thy  gentle  -fire 
Thro’  humane  Hearts,  art  every  where  Ador’d  ; 

Accept  thefe  Vows,  in  {hew  to  Apis  paid, 

And  make  his  Altar  thine  : Hear  not  that  wretch ! 

Becaufe  his  Prayers  were  not  addrefs’d  to  thee  ; 

Or  only  hear  his  laft  : that  I may  reign. 

Make  Cleomenes  mine,  and  mine  alone : 

Give  us  a flight  fecure,  a fafe  arrival ; 

And  Crown  our  Willies  in  each  others  Arms. 

Hear  this  and  firm  it  with  fome  happy  Omz% 

[A  tad  Omen  arifes  from  the  Flams  of  the  Altar , 
Qmms.  Avert  this  Omen,  Apis . 
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Caffand.  rifes.  Accurs’d  be  thou,  Grafs-eating  fodder’d  God ! 
Accurs’d  thy  Temple  ! more  accurs’d  thy  Priefts ! 

The  Gods  are  theirs,  notours;  and  when  we  pray 
For  happy  Omens,  We  their  price  muft  pay: 

In  vain  at  Shrines,  th’ungiving  iuppliant  Hands; 

This  ’tis  to  make  a Vow  with  Empty  hands  : 

Fat  Offrings  are  the  Priefthoods  only  care; 

They  take  the  Money,  and  Heaven  hears  the  Prayer. 

Without  a Bribe  their  Oracles  are  mute. 

And  their  Iu&ru<fted  Gods  refufe  the  liiit. 

{[Exit  CalT  in  a fury.  King  and 
Attendants  follow.  Scene  clofes. 


SCENE,  The  Port  cf  Alexandria. 

Enter  Cleomenes,  and  Cleanthes. 

Cleom.  The  Proportions  are  unjuft  and  hard  * 

And  if  I fwallow  ’em,  ’Tis  as  we  take 
The  Wrath  of  Heaven. 

We  muft  have  patience,  for  they  will  be  Gods, 

And  give  us  no  account  of  what  we  fuffer. 

Cleanth.  My  Father  much  abhors  this  middle  way. 
Betwixt  a Gift  and  Sale  of  Courtely : 

But  ’tis  the  Miftrefs ; She  that  feem’d  fo  kind, 

’Tis  foe,  that  bears  fo  hard  a hand  upon  you : 

She  that  would  half  Oblige,  and  half  Affront. 

Cleom.  Let  her  be  what  Hie  is  : That’s  Curie  enough. 
But  fuch  a Wife,  a Mother,  and  a Son ! 

Oh  fure,  ye  Gods  ! when  ye  made  this  vile  jEgypt : 
Ye  little  thought,  they  iliould  be  Mortgag’d  here ! 

My  only  Comfort 

Is,  that  I truft  thefe  precious  Pawns  with  thee : 

For  thou  art  fo  religiouily  a Friend, 

That  I would  fooner  leave  ’em  in  thy  hands, 

Than  if  I had  fecurity  from  Heav’n, 

And  all  the  Gods  to  anfwer  for  their  iafety. 

Cleanth. 
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Cleanth.  Yes,  yes  ; They  Ihall  bcfafe; 

And  thou  fhalt  have  a pledge, 

As  ftrong  as  Friendfhip  can  make  over  to  thee  : 
Deny  me  not,  for  I muft  go  with  thee, 

And  jhare  what  Fate  allots  for  thee  in  Greece. 


Nay  call:  not  on  me  that  forbidding  frown; 

But  let  me  be  their  pawn , as  they  are  thine  : 

So  I ihall  have  thee  wholly  to  my  felf. 

And  be  thy  Wife,  thy  Mother,  and  thy  Son, 

As  thou  art  all  to  me. 

Cleom.  Oh  Friend  ! [Sighs  and  wipes  his  Efii. 

Cleanth . What  wouldft  thou  fay,  my  better  part  ? 

Cleom.  No  more,  but  this ; That  thou  art  too  unkind. 
When  even  in  kindnefs  thou  wouldft  over-come. 

Cleanth.  Let  me  be  proud  ; and  pardon  thou  my  Pride* 
Bafe,  Worthlefs  JEgyft  has  no  other  Pawn, 

To  Counter-baliance  thefe  but  only  me. 

’Twas  on  ftich  terms  alone,  I durlt  propofb  it : 

Shalt  thou  leave  thefe  > 

And  I not  leave  a Father,  whom  I love  } 

Come,  come  ; It  muft  be  fo. 

We’ll  give  each  other  all  we  have  befides  ; 

And  then  we  Ihall  be  even.  Here  they  are! 

I leave  thee.  Break  thofe  tender  Ties  of  Nature, 

As  gently  as  thou  canft ; they  muft  be  broken.  [Going/eturns. 
But  when  thou  feeft  Cajfandra,  curb  thy  Spleen  ; 

Seem  to  receive  the  kindnefs  as  from  her  : 

And  if  thou  thinkft  I love  thee,  for  my  fake, 

Remembring  me;  ftrive  to  forget  my  Father.  [Exit  Cleanth. 

Enter  Cleora,  Cratificlea,  and  Gleonidas. 

Cleom.  But  how  can  I iiiftain  to  tell  ’em  this. 


There  are  not  words  in  any  Tongue  (b  fbft 

As  I would  ufe : The  Gods  muft  make  a ne\V  one. 

If  they  would  have  me  fpeak. 


[Cleomenes  looks  d fc intent ed! /. 


Even  in  the  gentleft  Terms* 
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Cratifi.  How  King  of  Sparta  ! When  your  Fortune  fmiles, 

A Glorious  Sun-fhine,  and  a Gloomy  Soul. 

The  Gods  love  chearfullnefs,  when  they  are  kind ; 

They  think  their  Gifts  defpis’d,  and  thrown  away 
On  fullen  thanklefs  Hearts. 

Cleor.  I hear  my  deareft  Lord  that  we  lhall  go. 

Cleom . Go  ! 

Clecn.  What  a mournful  Eccho  makes  my  Father ! 

By  Mars , he  ftifles  Go  upon  his  Tongue  ; 

And  kills  the  joyful  found,  he  fpeaks  fo  low. 

That  Heaven  muft  Liften  if  it  hear  his  thanks. 

Cleom . Yes,  1 fliail  go;  but  how? 

Cleor P With  /Egypt's  aid. 

• Cleon . With  his  own  Soul  and  Sword,  a Thoufand  ftrong ; 
And  worth  ten  / Egypts , and  their  ten  Thoufand  Gods. 

Cratifi  There’s  ibmething  more  in  this,  than  whatweguefsl 
Some  Secret  anguiih  rowls  within  his  Breaft, 

That  fhakes  him  like  an  Earthquake,  ‘which  he  prefles. 

And  will  not  give  it  vent.  I know  him  well. 

He  Blulhes,  and  would  fpeak,  and  wants  a Voice  ! 

And  ftarcs  and  Gapes  like  a forbidden  Ghoft, 

Till  he  be  fpoke  to  firft. Tell  me  my  Son  ! 

Cleom . Mother,  I will, — And  yet  I cannot  neither.  [afide* 
Mother  ! that  word  has  {buck  me  dumb  again  : 

For,  how  can  I fay  Mother,  and  propound 
To  jeave  her  here  behind,  who  gave  me  Life  ? 

Mother ! and  Wife  ! and  Son  ! the  names  that  Nature 
Molt  Loves  to  fpeak,  are  bamfh’d  from  my  Mouth. 

Cleon  Tell  us.  My  Love,  the  King  has  chang’d  his  mind. 
And  has  refus’d  us  leave  ; for  we  can  bear  it : 

/Egypt  is  Greece  to  me,  while  you  are  here. 

Clem.  Oh  I would  {peak  ! But,  Oh  ! you  fpeak  fo  kindly. 
That  you  forbid  my  Speech  : You  call  me.  Love. 

Clecn  Was  that  too  kind  a Word  ? 

Cleom.  It  was  to  me  ; I am  a meer  Barbarian ; 

A Brute,  a frock,  for  I have  no  Relations, 

Or  fhortly  lhall  have  none. 

Cl  cor.  Then  we  muft  die  ! 


Cleon. 
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Cleonid.  We  muft:  and  welcome  Dear  Ik 
Cratif  To  lave  his  Life. 

Cleom.  The  Gods  forbid  that  youlhould  dye  for  me! 
No : You  may  live;  but  I mult  dye  thrice  over  : 

For  I muft  leave  you  here,  or  mult  not  go  : 

Theft  are  the  hard  Conditions  offer’d  me. 

. Cratif  Then  JEgjpt  would  have  Pledges  : Is  this  all  > 
Clevm.  Yes,  and  a mighty  All.:  ’Tis  all  I have  : 

But  I propole  it  not ; Remember  that. 

Cratif  I do  : and  therefore  I propofe  it  firft. 

To  fave  this  virtuous  Shame,  this  good  Confufion, 

That  would  not  let  you  fpeak. 

Cleom . Oh ! I could  almoft  think  you  love  me  not  : 
You  Granted  me  fo  quick,  Co  willingly  : 

What  I -bear  witnels  Heaven,  was  flow  to  ask. 

And  would  be  loath  to  have. 

Cleor.  I cannot  leave  you. 

Cleom . I was  but  wilhing,  thou  wouldft  draw  me  back. 
And  now  I cannot  go. 

Cratif  Are  you  turn’d  Woman  ? 

No  more  of  this  fond  Stuff ; 

Cleon.  Shall  I be  left  to  gather  Ruft  in  JEgjft  > 

A Glue  of  Sloth  to  flick  to  my  young  Pinions ; 

And  marr  their  flight  ; Habitual  Cowardife  : 

No  ; I muft  learn  my  ftubborn  Trade  of  War, 

From  you  alone,  and  envy  you  betimes. 

Cleom.  But  the  Conditions  ! Oh  thefe  hard  Conditions, 
That  ftich  a Spirit  muft  be  left  behind. 

Untaught  ! unfailiion’d  by  a Fathers  hands  ! 

A Spirit  fit  to  ftart  into  an  Empire, 

And  look  the  World  to  Law. 

Cratif  No  more  debating,  for  I fee  the  pinch. 

He  muft  be  left,  and  fo  muft  She  and  I : 

For  we  are  but  your  foftnefles,  My  Son  : 

Th’  Incumbrances  and  Luggage  of  the  War  • 

Fight  for  us,  and  redeem  us,  if  you  pieafe  ; 

For  there  we  are  your  clogs  of  Virtue  : Here. 

The  Spurs  of  your  return. 
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Clem.  I Thank  you,  Mother, 

Once  more  you  have  Erected  me  to  Man, 

And  fct  me  upright  with  my  Face  to  Heaven ! 

The  Woman*  and  the  Boy,  be  yours  awhile  : 

The  War  be  mine  alone  ! 

Cratif  There fpoke  the  Sparta;  King  : Think  not  on  us. 
Clem.  I wonnot. 

Clc&ra.  Not  in  Pray’rs  •! 

Cleon.  In  Pray’rs!  That’s  poor, 

As  if  the  Gods  were  Thoughtlefs  of  their  work  ; 

Think  on  us,  when  you  fight : and  when  you  make 
A lufty  ftroke,  Cry  out,  That’s  for  my  Boy. 

Cratif.  Difpofe  this  mouldring  Carcafs  as  you  pleafe, 

E’re  lingring  Age  or  Sicknefs  wear  it  out ; 

Unprofitable  then  for  Sparta  s good  : 

Be  eheerful , fight  it  well,  and  all  the  reft, 

Leave  to  the  Gods  and  Fortune. 

Clcom.  If  they  fail  me, 

Theirs  he  the  Fault , For  Fateis  theirs  alone  : 

My  Virtue,  Fame,  and  Honour  are  my  oven . 

. Exeunt  omnes. 


Act  IV. 


SCENE,  An  Antichamber  of  Cajjandra’s  Lodging. 

Enter  Ptolomy,  Sofybius,  Gxnus,  Callandra. 

Scjyb.  O O fo  ; it  works:  nowMiftrifs  fityoufaft— — • [a fide 
Ftol.  Humh,  Wliores  and  Catamites ! 

Were  thofe  liis  words? 

Ccenus,  Upon  my  life  they  were. 

Ft  cl.  Whom  fhould  he  mean  by  thofe  unmanner’d  terms ; 
Caff  an  dr  a : Can  you  guefs  ? 

Cajjand.  ’Twas  kindly  ask’d. 

Ftol . A foul  mouth’d  Villain, 
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Sc  fib.  So,  I Ihould  have  thought, 

But  that  this  Lady  knows  him  good  and  grateful. 

Genus.  Madam!  I Hand  lufpedled  without  caufe  , 

And,  but  I fear  Revenge  from  this  great  Man, 

I could  lay  more. 

Q jfand.  I thought  he  was  concern’d. 

Sc  fib.  Who:  I? 

Cafjan.  Speak  boldly,  Grecian,  I protect  thee. 

Ganns.  Cleantbes  then  was  ptefentfand  he  added.  r Enter 

But  he  appears  in  time  to  hear  his  Charge.  ^Cieanth. 

Scfib.  My  dear ! dear ! Son  ! [ -afi.de. 

I fear  thy  laviih  Tongue  has  ruin’d  Thee  ; 

What  can  I do  to  fa ve^ Thee  ? 

Guffan.  Well , proceed. 

Gams,  Can  you  deny,  my  Lord  ? that  you  were  prelent. 
When  GUcrmms  Tax’d  the  Court,  and  King 
With  Brutal  Vices  ? 

Clsantb.  I remember  lomewhat,  . 

Of  certain  Horles  which  he  could  not  buy. 

And  law  thee  go  away  diftatify’d, 

Which  to  prevent,  1 meant  to  purchale  ’em ; 

The  reft  1 heard  not,  nor  believe  he  fpoke. 

Gifij.wd.  Glunthss  added  farther  ; That  thou  faidft, 

Ftcl.  And  we  would  know:  E’reTorturesforceit  from  thee. 
Scfib.  ficdc.  Now  comes  the  fatal  ftroke. 

Games.  He  added  farther. 

C 'leant  b.  No;  thou  add ’ft  it  all: 

And  I demand  the  Combat. 

Ptcl.  Let  him  Ipcak. 

Scfib.  Think  ftrft,  Ghantbcs  ! Think  before  you  hazard. 
Your  Life  and  Honour  in  this  bold  Appeal, 

Somewhat,  you  might  have  laid,  nay  more  you  o , ii. 

Since  I commanded  you  to  be  a Spy 
On  Cleomenes  Adis,  and  clofe  Defigns. 

GUanth.  The  good  old  Lyer  would  preferve  n 
And  I rnuft  fteer  his  courfe, 

I think I farther  added 
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Ptol.  JTis  forgiven:' 

So  wholly  pardon’d,  that  I will  not  hear  it; 

Good  Spies  are  ufeful,  and  muft  be  encourag’d; 

But  what  mtift  next  be  done  with  Cleomenes ? 

Sofyb . Difpatch  him,  as  the  fource  of  all  your  fears  ; 

Obferve  the  Mounting  Billows  of  the  Main, 

Blown  by  the  Winds  into  a raging  Storm  : 

Brulh  on  thofe  Winds/  and  the  high  waves  return. 

Into  their  quiet  firft  created  Calm  : 

Such  is  the  rage  of  bufie  bluftring  Crowds  : 

Fomented  by  th’  Ambition  of  the  great  : 

Cut  off  the  Caufes  and  th’  Effed  will  ceafe  ; 

And  all  the  moving  madnefs  fall  to  Peace. 

Ptol.  Let  him  feiz’d  in  order  to  his  Death ; 

I am  in  hafte,  you  know  it,  for  my  progrefs, 

A thoufand  pleafures  wait  me  at  Canopus  ; 

And  this  poor  trifling  bufmefs  of  one  life, 

Encumbers  all : Cafjandra  ! Are  you  ready? 

We  will  be  feen  like  Ifts  and  Ofyris, 

Drawn  in  one  Chariot  for  admiring  Eyes, 

To  worlhip  as  we  pals. 

Caff  and.  A word  in  private : Coentis,  attend  without.  [ Exit. 

{Cailand.  leads  the  King  to  a corner  of  the  • 
Stage  ; Sofyb.  takes  his  Son  to  theother.  % 
Sofyh.  to  Cleanth . Now  I am  twice  your  Father,  by  prelerving 
The  Life  I gave  you,  which  your  Folly  hazarded : 

Break  off  all  Friendihip  with  that  Spartan  King, 

Or  never  fee  me  more  : His  Fate’s  refolv’d  : 

Nor  can  you  ftem  the  Tide : Avoid  his  mines  ; 

Reply  not,  but  obey. 

Cleanth.  I know  my  Duty.  [Bowing. 

Sofyh.  Thou  overjoy’d  me:  Follow,  we  ll  talk,  farther. 

[ Exeunt  Sofyb.  and  Cleanthes. 
Caff  and.  What  think  you  of  Sofyhim,  and  his  Son? 

Ptol.  As  of  two  Creatures  zealous  of  my  Service  . 

Caff  and.  Oh  Heavens  ! That  I Ihouldlove  this  King  fo  well! 
But  that  I dote  : What  can  I lee  in  him  ? 

But  dull  good  Nature  and  Simplicity  ! 

Well, 
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The  Spartan-Heroe: 

Well,  well ! My  little  Dear,  I find  the  Gods 
Have  given  me  here,  no  bufinefs  of  my  own  ; 

But  made  me  juft  your  Drudge  to  Love  and  fave  you. 

Ptolo.  ’Proteft  I thought  ’em  honeft ; are  they  not  ? 

Caff  and.  Ye  Gods ! why  did  you  make  this  Man  your  Image  i 
And  made  him  but  an  Image  : You’l  forgive  me  > 

I Love  you  fo,  that  I am  forc’d  to  rail. 

You  faw  no  dole  Conveyance  of  the  Game 
Betwixt  the  Crafty  Sire,  and  Canning  Son. 

How  fiily  one  invented  an  Excufe, 

And  t’other  took  it  up  as  dext’roufly? 

Ftolo.  Why  lure  Cleanthes  was  his  Fathers  Spy. 

Caffand.  Yes,  over  you ; but  not  on  Cleomenes. 

I fear  you  are  betray’d,  and  the  Gods  blind  you. 

To  make  your  ruine  lure! 

Ptolo.  As  how,  Caffandra  ? 

Caffand.  When  you  are  abfent 

Ptolo.  Well! 

Caffand.  ’Tis  in  their  Power 

Ptolo.  To  Murder  Cleomenes 

Caffand.  If  they  pleafe  ; 

Or  cite  to  let  him  free,  and  joyn  with  Magas. 

Ptolo.  I will  not  to  Canopus. 

Caffand.  Yes  ; You  muft. 

Ptolo.  But  how  Ilia  11 1 be  lafe,  and  take  this  Journey  > 
Caffand.  Leave  that  to  me. 

Ptolo.  But  you  muft  go  along. 

Caffand.  No : I muft  ftay  here,  in  order  to  your  lafety. 

To  watch  the  growth  of  danger  and  prevent  it. 

This  Cruel  ablence  I muft  undergo  ; 

Or  elle  I Love  you  not. 

Ptolo.  Since  I muft  go ; 

I’ll  cheat  ’em  of  a Day,  and  come  before- 
My  time,  for  Love  of  thee. 

Caffand.  To  {urn  up  all. 

For  we  are  both  in  hafte  ; 

Intruft  your  Royal  Signet  in  my  Hands. 

Ptolo.  Joyn’d  with  Sofybms. 
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nd.  Would  you  trull  a Statefman 

your  own  dear  Heart.  You  love  him  better, 

an-  Wry  Man,  in  faith  you  do ; and  now  I mink  on’c, 

not  have  your  Signet : By  this  Kifs, 

; i iiis,  and  this,  I will  not. 

y :o.  By  ail  three,  thou  llialt.  [Gives  her  the  Signet  from 
But  iv  • this  Cleomenes  quickly,  he’s  dangerous.  his  Finger. 
Ctjjtnd.  He’s  in  fafe  hands  with  me, 
ptolo . One  more  Embrace. 

Caffand.  There,  take  it,  and  now  go: 

Thus  for  your  good,  I thrud  you  from  my  Arms. 

Ptolo . Farewell,  My  Love.  [ Exit  Ptolomy. 

Caffand.  Farewell. 1 hope  for  ever. 

Now  ( lecmencs  I will  found  thy  Soul  : 

For  Life  and  Death  depend  upon  thy  Choice. 

But  for  that  eafy  Wretch,  him  T contemn. 

Hard  date  of  Lovers  ! Subject  to  our  Laws  h 
Fools  we  mud  have,  or  elle  we  cannot  fway  ; 

For  none  but  Fools  will  Woman-kind  Obey! 

If  they  prove  llubborn  and  redd  our  Will, 

We  Exercife  our  Pow’r,  and  ufe  ’em  ill. 

The  paidve  Slave  that  Whines,  Adores  and  Dies, 

Sometimes  we  pity  : But  we  dill  defpife. 

But  when  we  dote,  the  felf  fame  Fate  we  prove. 

Fools  at  the  bed:  But  double  Fools  in  Love. 

We  rage  at  fird  with  ill  didembled  fcorn ; 1 

Then  falling  from  our  height,  morebaieiy  mourn  ; 

And  Man,  th’infulting  Tyrant  takes  his  turn.  3 
Leaves  us  to  Weep  for  our  negledted  Charms, 

And  hugs  another  Midrefs  in  His  Arms  : 

And  that  which. humbles  our  proud  Sex  the  mod; 

Of  all  our  flighted  favours  makes  his  boad. 

[Exit  Caflandra. 

Enter  Cleomenes. 


O 'com.  Her  Words,  Her  every  Look,  eonfefs  foe  loves  me. 
And  therefore  foe  detains  thefe  Hoftages  : 

As 
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As  pawns  of  my  return  to  her  and  sEgypt. 

Thus  far  ’tis  plain  and  obvious : But  the  Picture. 

That  Helkn.  There’s  the  Riddle  of  her  Love. 

For  what  I fee,  or  only  think  I fee, 

Is  like  a Glimps  of  Moon-lhine,  ftreak’d  with  red  ; 

A ihuffled,  fullen,  and  uncertain  Light, 

That  Dances  thro’  the  Clouds,  and  lhuts  again  ; 

Than  ’ware  a rifing  Temped  on  the  Main. 

Enter  Caflandra. 

Cajfand.  afide.  I would,  but  cannot  fpeak. 

The  lhame  that  fhould  to  Woman-kind  belong. 

Flown  from  my  Bofom,  hovers  on  my  Tongue. 

Cleom.  ’Tis  rarely  feen,  that  Gods  from  Heaven  defcend ; 
But  for  fome  kind,  fome  Charitable  end. 

And  yet  your  troubled  looks  ill  News  import. 

Stops,  or  Delays ; but  that’s  no  News  at  Court : 

There’s  fomewhat  which  your  pity  would  difguife. 

Cajfand.  Would  you  could  read  that  fomewhat  in  my  Eyes. 
But  as  you  are  a Spartan  and  a King, 

Undaunted  hear  whatever  News  I bring : 

The  Favourite  hates  you;  Ccerns  has  betray’d 
The  bitter  truths,  that  our  loofe  Court  upbraid. 

Your  Friend  was  fet  upon  you  for  a Spy  ; 

And  on  his  Witnels,  you  are  doom’d  to  die. 

Cleom.  I have  been  plung’d  already  twice  in  Woes, 

And  the  third  time  above  the  Waves  I rofe. 

Still  I have  ftrength  to  Steer  me  into  Port, 

And  fhun  the  Secret  Quick-Sands  of  the  Court. 

But  when  my  Friend,  who  fliould  expe&ing  Hand, 

On  the  bare  Beach,  to  lend  his  helping  hand ; 

When  He  defends  th’Unhofpitable  ihore. 

And  drives  me  thence,  I fink  for  ever  more. 

But  ’tis  impoffible;  his  Faith  is  try’d  ; 

The  Man,  who  had  defam’d  him  thus;  had  ly’d. 

Cajfand.  Well*!  I forgive  your  blunt  Laconique  way, 

It  lhallbe  feen,  it  fliall,  this  very  Day, 

Who  would  preferye  your  Life,  and  who  betray. 
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The  King  incens’d;  the  Favourite  your  Foe, 

Yet  on  the  fame  Conditions  you  may  go  : 

Your  Wife,  your  Son,  your  Mother  left  behind. 

What  think  you  now  ? 

Cleon. t.  Tis  to  be  wondrous  kind. 

Cajfand.  Suppofe  I add  a farther  bounty  yet. 

Cleom . It  could  but  make  your  Favours  over  weight. 

Cajfand.  What  if  I went  my  felf  to  waft  you  o’er  > 

And  left  you,  when  I faw  you  fafe  a lhore  > 

For  I fhould  leave  you,  if  you  thought  it  fit. 

Not  to  do  more  than  Honour  would  -permit. 

Can  I do  lefs  to  ihow  you  I am  kind. 

To  Comfort  you  for  thofe  you  left  behind  > 

Cleom.  The  World  would  think  you  kinder  than  you  ought. 
Cajfand.  Why  Ihould  I care  what  bafe  /Egyptians  thought  > 
Cleom.  Immoderate  Gifts  opprefs  me,  not  relieve  ; 

Nor  dare  I take,  what  ruins  you  to  give. 

Cajfand.  Leave  me  to  judge  of  that.  I could  prefcribc 
An  eafy  way  of  giving  back  my  Bribe. 

Why  would  you  force  me  farther  than  my  part ; 

Look  on  my  Eyes ; and  you  may  read  my  Heart,  c Looks  on  her 
Oh  ther;  you  met  me  with  a guilty  Glance  ! \asly  jleahh. 

Now  Tis  too  late  to  plead  your-Ignorance. 

Cleom.  I am  fo  much  below,  and  you  above. 

What  can  I fay  ? 

Cajfand.  But  one  kind  word.  I Love. 

Cleom.  As  far  as  Gratitude  that  Love  can  pay. 

Cajfand.  Oh  flop  not  there ; for  that’s  but  half  the  way ; 
Would  you  to  one  poor  narrow  word  confine 
Your  pafiion?  When  I put  no  bounds  to  mine. 

Cleom.  Cleora  ! 

Cajfand.  Now  you  fpeak  too  foon  ; Forbear. 

Nothing  can  pleale  me,  that  begins  with  her. 

Cleom.  I muft  begin  where  Nature  void  of  Art, 

Dire&s  my  Tongue,  with  her  who  rules  my  Heart. 

Cajfand.  Let  us  together  fail  before  the  Wind, 

And  leave  that  dull  Domeftique  Drudge  behind. 

Cleom.  What  > to  expofe  her  helplefs  Innocence, 

To  the  wild  fury  of  an  Injur’d  Prince  > 


Cajfand . 


, * The  Spartan  Heroe.  4 3 

Cuffdrtd.  A vain  iurmife;  their  Talents  would  agree. 

The  Gods  have  made  your  Noble  Mind  for  me : v 

And  her  infipid  Soul  for  Ptolomsy  : 8 

A heavy  lump  of  Earth  without  defire, 

A heap  of  Allies  that  o’rc-lays  your  Fire. 

Cleom.  Virtue,  you  mult  allow  her,  tho’  a Foe. 

Cafrand.  No  more,  than  what  I would  to  Ice  *nd  Snow  ; 
Yet  thofe  have  Seeds  of  heat;  her  fliivering  Blood, 

Makes  her  at  belt  but  impotently  good. 

But  neither  I can  lave  you,  if  you  Itay, 

Nor  lave  my  felf  unlets  I go  away : 

For  if  I Itay  behind,  and  let  you  free, 

The  Fury  of  the  King  would  fall  on  me. 

Clem.  Then  to  prevent  your  Fate  I mult  not  go, 

Death  is  my  choice,  fince  Heaven  will  have  it  lb. 

Cajfand.  Heaven  would  preferve  your  Life,  and  lo  would  I, 
But  you  are  obltinately  bent  to  dye, 

Cleom.  Some  Men  are  made  of  liich  a leaky  Mould, 

That  their  fill’d  Vefiels  can  no  Fortune  hold  : 

Pour’d  in,  it  finks  away,  and  leaves  ’em  dry, 

Of  that  unfufceptible  Make  am  I : 

Yet  think  not.  Fair  one,  I your  Charms  delpilc, 

My  Heart's  infenfible,  but  not  my  Eyes. 

Refped:  and  Gratitude  are  all  my  Itor#, 

And  thofe  I give:  My  Love  was  giv’n  before. 

Cajfand.  Thus  break  falle  Merchants  with  an  honed  lhow : 
Rich  to  themfelves,  but  Bankrupts  where  they  owe. 

Cleom.  If  at  this  awful  diftance  I remain, 

Better  be  too  Devout,  than  too  profane. 

Cajfand.  Flattery ! Such  Alms,  the  Prielthood  gives  the  poor. 
They  Blefs,  and  lend  ’em  empty  from  the  Door : 

Know  you,  that  Death  Hands  ready  at  the  Gate  ; 

That  I forbid  him,  and  fufpend  your  Fate; 

The  King’s  fiiort  abfence  leaves  me  ablblute ; 

When  he  returns  th’inevitable  ill, 

Is  pall  my  pow’r,  and  may  be  pad  my  Will ; 

Unhappy  Man  ! prevent  thyDeftiny; 

Speak  one  kind  word  to  lave  thy  Life  and  me. 
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Cleom.  Be  anfwer’d,  and  exped  no  more  Reply. 

Cajfand.  Difdain  has  fwell’d  him  up,  and  choak’d  his  Breath ; 
Sullen  and  Dumb,  and  obftinate  to  Death:: 

No  figns  of  pity  in  his  Face  appear ; 

Look!  If th’ungrateful  Creature  Ihed  one  Tear! 

Cram’d  with  his  Pride,  he  leaves  no  room  within 

For  Sighs  to  ifliie  out,  or  Love  to  enter  in.  [He  turns  away. 

What ! doll  thou  turn  thy  Face  in  my  defpight  l 

Am  I a Toad  ? a Monfter  to  thy  Sight  ? 

Farewel  fond  pity  then : As  thou  froiri  me, 

So,  thy  good  Fortune  turns  her  Face  from  Thee  > 

Left,  fcorn’d,  and  loath’d,  and  all  without  Relief,, 

Revenge  fucceeds  to  Love,  and  Rage  to  Grief: 

Tempeils  and  Whirlwinds  through  my  Bofom  move, 

Heave  up,  and  madly  mount  my  Soul  above 

The  reach  of  Pity,  or  the  bounds  of  Love.  S 

Approach  and  feize  the  Traytor  [Enter  Guards. 

Cleom.  Now  I can  Ipeak;  thy  kindnels  kept  me  dumb  s 
For  that  I could  not  anfwer : The  falfe  Syren, 

No  longer  hiding  her  uncomely  parts. 

Struts  on  the  Waves,  and  Ihews  the  Brute  below. 

Cajfand.  Stop  that  foul  Mouth  : Behold  this  Royal  Signet ; 
The  Warrant  of  his  Death.  [Guards  go  to  feize  him. 

Cleom.  Stand  back  ye  Slaves,  [ He  Dram  his  Sword 

And  put  me  not  to  ltam  a Spartan  Sword : 


Cajfand.  Fall  on,  behold  a Noble  Beall  at  Bay  •• 

And  the  vile Huntfmen Ihrink- More  Aid:  Who  waits? 


Nov;  Sir , What  brings  you  here  ? 

Cleanth  My  Zeal  to  lerve  you. 

Cajfand.  That  lhall  be  try’d;  Difarra  him. 
C leant h.  Cleomenesl 
Deliver  me  your  Sword  . 

Cleom.  How’s  this,  Gleanthes  i 
Cleanth.  It  mull  be  fo! 


With  bafe  ^Egyptian.  Blood. 


Enter  Cleanthes, 


Cleom. 
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Cleom.  Is  this  a Friends  Advice, 

To  give  me  up  defencelels  to  a Croud, 

Whom  Arm’d  I could  refill? 

Cleanth.  Mull  he  dye.  Madam! 

Or  be  referv’d  for  further  punilhment 
At Ptolomeys  return? 

Caffand.  Why  ask  you  that  ? 

Cleanth.  Becaufe  his  Deftiny,  for  ought  I find 
Depends  on  you  .•  Think  firlt,  and  then  Command. 

Caff  and.  Know  then,  that  his  laft  Thrid  is  outlie  DiflaS, 
And  I can  cut  it  now  .. 

Cleanth.And  are  refolv’d  ? - 

Caff  and.  I only  faid  I can,  and  Ican'Save, 

Difarm,  and  hurt  him  not. 

Cleanth.  Once  more  your  Sword. 

Cleom.  Send  off  thole  Villains  : Tho’  I fear  ’em  not ; 

Yet  Cowards  are  offenfive  to  my  fight : 

Nor  lhall  they  lee  me  do  an  Adi  that  looks 
Below  the  Courage  of  a Spartan  King. 

Cajfand.  Cleanthes  ! May  I trull  your  Faith? 

Cleanth.  You  may.. 

Caffand. Begone,  and  wait  my  Call.  [ Ex.  Guardsl 

Cleom.  Cleanthes ! Stil  my  Friend;  for  fuch  I, hold  thee 
Tho’  this  bad  Woman  fays  thou  art  my  Spy  ; 

I cannot  give  a greater  proof  than  this. 

That  I believe  her  not : . [Gives  him  his  Sword  ] 

If  thou  artfalle, 

’Tis  in  thy  power  to  Ihow  it  fafely,now : 

And  compals  that  by  Trealbn,  which  in  Arms 
Nor  Thou,  nor  any  Man  alive  can  force. . 

Remember  Hill,  I gave  it  to  a Friend : 

For  Life  and  Death  are  equal  in  themlelves ; 

That  which  would  call  the  Ballance,  is  thy  fallhood. 

To  make  my  Death  more  wretched. 

Cleanth.  Then  you  may  think  me  that,  which  you  call  Falfe, 

But  Duty  to  my  Father  

Cleom.  Say  no  more ! 

I would  not  curfe  thee,  for  thou  wer’t  my  Friend, 
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I thmk  thee  {till  as  honed  as  thou  couldft ; 

Impenetrably  good  ; but  like  Achilles , 

Thou  hadft  aloft  /Egyptian  Heel  undipt, 

And  that  has  made  thee  Mortal. 

Cajfand.  Cleanthes,  Thou  haft  well  approv’d  thyFaith. 

And  as  this  Palace  is  thy  Government, 

On  utmoft  peril  of  thy  Life  fecure  him. 

One  farther  word [Whifpers. 

[Ex  Cleanth,  leaking  concernedly  on  Cleomenes. 
Clccm.  So  guilty  as  thou  art,  and  canft  thou  look 
On  him,  thou  haft  betraid  > Go,  take  thy  hire, 

Which  thou  haft  dearly  purchas’d,  and  be  great 

Cajfand.  For  you,  brave  Sir,  as  you  have  given  my  hopes 
But  Air  to  feed  on;  Air  {hall  be  your  Food  : 

No  Bread  {hall  enter  theft  forbidden  Doors. 

Thin,  hungry  Diet,  I confels ; but  Hill 
The  liker  Spartan  Fare:  Keen  Appetites, 

And  quick  Digeftion  wait  on  you  and  yours. 

Clccm.  O mix  not  Innocence  and  Guilt  together  : 

What  Love  have  they  refus’d,  or  how  offended? 

Be  Juft,  tho’  you  are  Cruel,  or  be  Kind, 

And  punilh  me  alone. 

Cajfand.  There  Nature  works, 

Then  there  I’ll  ftab  thee  in  thy  tender  part.  fShreeks  ofWo- 
Clcotn.  What  difmal  Cries  are  thofe  ? L men  within. 

Cajfand.  Nothing,  a trifling  lum  of  Miftry, 

New  added  to  the  foot  of  thy  Account : 

Thy  Wife  isftiz’d  by  Force  and  born  away; 

Farewel,  I dare  not  truft  thy  Vengeance  further. 

[Running  to  the  Door,  he  is  ft  opt  by  Guards  with  drawn  Swords. 

Clcom.  Cleora There  ftands  Death,  but  no  Cleora ; 

I would  find  both  together. 

Enter  Cratificlea,  Cleonidas,  and  Pantheus  bloody  on  his  hand. 

Cralif  Oh  King  of  Sparta ! 

Qltem.  Peace,  Mother,  Peace. 

1 have  had  news  from  Hell  before  you. 
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Claras,  gone  to  Death.  Is  there  a Door, 

A Cafement,  or  a Rift  within  thele  Walls  ? 

That  can  let  loofe  my  Body  to  her  refcue  ? 

Panth.  All  clos’d,  nothing  but  Heaven  above  is  open. 
Clcom.  Nay,  that’s  clos’d  too  : The  Gods  are  deat  to  Pray 
Huih  then ; th’  irrevocable  Doom’s  gone  forth  , 

And  Pray’rs  lagg  after,  but  can  ne’r  o’er-take. 

Let  us  talk  forward  of  our  woes  to  come. 

Cratif  Chant  hes ! (Oh  could  you  fufped  his  Faith?  ) 
T’was  he,  tliat  headed  thofe,  who  forc’d  her  hence. 

Cleom.  Pantheus  bleeds ! 

Panth.  A fcratch,  a feeble  Dart, 

At  diftance  thrown  by  an  /. Egyptian  hand. 

Cratif.  You  heard  me  not,  Cleanthes  is 

Cleom.  He  was no  more  good  Mother, 

He  tore  a piece  of  me  away,  and  ftill 
The  void  place  akes  within  me  : O my  Boy, 

I have  bad  news  to  tell  thee. 

Chonid.  None  fo  bad. 

As  that  I am  a Boy  : Chant bes  fcorn’d  me,. 

And  when  I drove  a Thruft,  home  as  I could. 

To  reach  his  Traytor  Heart,  He  put  it  by, . 

And  cryed  as  in  derifion,  Spare  the  Stripling  ; 

Oh  that  infulting  word : I wou’d  have  fwopp’d 
Y outh  for  old  Age,  and  all  my  Life  behind. 

To  have  been  then  a momentary  Man. 

Cleom.  Alas  ! Thy  Manhood,  like  a forward  Spring, 
Before  it  comes  to  bear  the  promis’d  Ejjuit 
Is  blighted  in  the  Bud : Never,  my  Boy, 

Canll  thou  fetch  Manhood  up,  with  thy  fhort  fteps, 

While  with  long  flrides  the  Giant  ftalks  before  thee. 
Chonid.  Am  I to  dye  before  I am  a Man  ? 

Cleom.  Yes,  thou  muft  dye  with  me,  and  1 with  her 
Who  gave  me  life  : and  our  poor  Infant  too  within. 

Mult  dye  before  it  knows  what  dying  means. 

Three  different  Dates  of  Nature  one  would  think ; 

But  Fate  has  cramm’d  us  all  into  oneLealc; 

And  that  even  now  expiring. 
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Panth.  Yet  we  live. 

Cleom.  No,  even  now  we  dye ; Death  is  within  us. 

And  keeps  out  Life,  for  nourilhent  is  Life, 

And  we  have  fed  our  laft ; Hunger  feeds  Death. 

Cratif.  A iingring  Doom,  but  four  days  hence  the  lame 
And  we  can  Ihorten  thole,  turn  Days  to  Hours, 

And  Hours  to  Moments : Death  is  in  our  Call. 

Panth.  The  fooner  then  the  better. 

Cleonid.  So  lay  I. 

Panth.  While  we  have  Ipirits  left  to  meet  him  boldly. 
Cleonid.  ITe  hold  my  Breath, 

And  keep  my  Soul  a pris’ner  in  my  Body ; 

There  let  it  creep  and  wander  in  the  dark. 

Till  tir’d  to  find  no  out-let,  it  Retreats 
Into  my  Spartan  Heart,  and  there  lies  pleas’d  : 

So,  we  two  are  provided.  Sir,  your  choice  ? (To  Cleom. 

Cleom.  Not  this  dilpatch,  for  we  may  dye  at  leiliire. 

This  Famine  has  a lharp  and  meager  Face : 

’Tis  Death  in  anundrels  of  Skin  and  Bone : 

Where  Age  and  Youth,  their  Land-mark  tane  away. 

Look  all  one  common  furrow. 

Cratif.  Yet  you  chufe  it. 

To  pleafe  our  Foes,  that  when  they  view  our  Skeletons, 

And  find  ’em  all  alike,  they  may  cry  out. 

Look  how  thele  dull  obedient  Spartans  dy’d. 

Juft  as  we  wiih’d,  as  we  prefcrib’d  their  Death; 

And  durft  not  take  a nobler,  nearer  way. 

Cleom.  Not  fo,  but  that  we  durft  not  tempt  the  Gods, 

To  break  their  Images  without  their  leave. 

The  moment  e’r  Caffandra  came,  I had 
A Note  without  a Name,  the  Hand  unknown. 

That  bad  me  not  delpair,  but  ftill  hope  well. 

Then  dye  not  yet ; 

For  Heaven  has  means  to  free  us  ; if  not  me. 

Yet  thefc  and  you:  I am  the  hunted  Stag, 

Whofe  Life  may  may  ranfom  yours. 
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No  more  of  that : 

I find  your  diftant  drift  to  die  alone: 

An  unkind  Accufation  of  us  all , 

As  if  we  durft  not  die : I’ll  not  furvive  you  ! 

Pantb.  Nor  I. 

Cleonid.  Nor  I. 

Cleom.  But  hear  my  Reafons ! 

Enter  Cleora  in  a black  Veil. 

Ha ! What  Shadow’s  this ! This  that  can  glide  through  Walls  ?. 
Or  pafs  its  fubtle  Limbs  through  Bolts  and  Bars ! # 

Black  too!  like  what  it  reprefents,  our  Fate. 

Cleor.  Too  true  a Shadow  I,  and  you  the  Subftance. 

[ Lifts  up  be;  Veil. 

Omn.  Cleora ! 

Cleom.  Thus  let  me  grow  again  to  thee, 

Too  clofe  for  Fate  to  fever  1 

Or  let  Death  find  me  in  thefe  dear,  dear  Arms, 

And  looking  on  thee,  fpare  my  better  part, 

And  take  me  willing  hence. 

Crat.  What!  are  you  dreaming,  Son!  with  Eyes  call  upwards 
Like  a mad  Prophet  in  an  Ecftafie  i 
Cleom.  Mufing  on  what  we  law. 

Juft  fuch  is  Death, 

With  a black  Veil,  covering  a beauteous  Face! 

Fear’d  afar  off 

By  erring  Nature  : a miftaken  Phantom : 

A harmlefs,  lambent  Fire.  She  kifles  Cold ; 

But  kind,  and  foft,  and  fweet,  as  my  Cleora. 

Oh  could  we  know, 

What  Joys  lhe  brings ; at  leaft,  what  reft  from  Grief! 

How  fhould  we  prefs  into  her  Friendly  Arms, 

And  be  pleas’d  not  to  be,  or  to  be  happy  ? 

Crat.  Look!  What  we  have  forgot!  The  Joy  to  fee 
Cleora  here,  has  kept  us  from  enquiring, 

By  what  ftrange  means  lhe  enter’d. 

Cleom.  Small  Joy,  Heaven  knows,  to  be  adopted  here, 
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Int6  the  meager  Family  of  Famine! 

The  Houfe  of  Hunger : therefore  ask’d  I not ; 

So  am  I pleafed  to  have  her  Company, 

And  jfo  dffpleas’d  to  have  it  but  in  Death- 

Cleor.  I know  not  how  or  why,  my  furly  Gaoler, 

Hard  as  his  Irons,  and  infolent  as  Pow’r, 

When  put  in  vulgar  Hands,  Cleanthts  gone. 

Put  off  the  Brute  ; and  with  a gloomy  Smile, 

(That  {flow’d  a Cullen  loathnefs  to  be  kind,) 

Skreen’d  me  within  this  Veil,  then  led  me  forth  ,* 

And  tiling  to  the  Guardsv  ffindrd, s Name  i 
Ma^e  that  my  Pafs-  port : Every  Door  flew  ope, 

T’  admit  my  Entrance ; and  then  ciapt  behind  me, 

To  barr  my  going  back. 

Cleom.  Some  new  Refolve  ! 

Cafjandra  plots,  and  then  refines  on  Malice  : 

Plays  with  Revenge  : with  Rage  (he  fnatch’d  you  hence , 

And  renders  you  with  Scorn  : I thought  to  fliow  you 
Howeafie  ’twas  to  die,  by  my  Example , 

And  hanfel  Fate  before  you  : But  thy  prefence 
Has  chang’d  ray  Mind,  to  drag  this  lingring  life. 

To  fhare  thy  Sorrows,  and  allift  thy  Weaknefs. 

Come  in,  my  Friends , and  let  us  pradiife  Death, 

Stroke  the  grim  Lyon,  till  he  grow  familiar. 

Cleor  a ! Thou  and  I,  as  Lovers  fhould, 

Will  hand  in  hand  to  the  dark  Manfions  go, 

Where  Life  no  more  can  cheat  us  into  Woe ; 

That  fucking  in  each  others  lateft  Breath, 

We  may  transfufeour  Souls,  and  put  the  change  on  Death. 

[ Exeunt  omnes. 

The  End  of  the  Fourth  ACT. 
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Act  V. 

Enter  Caflandra  and  Sofybius. 

Sof.  A Nd  what 

Jf\.  Have  you  determin’d  ? 

Caff.  He  dial  I die. 

Sof.  A wholfome  Refolution : Have  you  fix’d 
The  Time  ? 

Caff.  He  daily  dies,  by  Hours  and  Moments : 

All  vital  Nourilhment  but  Air  is  wanting ! 

Three  rifing  Days  and  two  defcending  Nights 
Have  chang’d  the  Face  of  Heav’n  and  Earth  by  turns  j 
But  brought  no  kind  V lciffitude  to  him : 

His  State  is  ftill  the  fame : With  hunger  pinch’d : 

Waiting  the  flow  approaches  of  his  Death  ; 

Which  halting  on-wards,  as  his  life  goes  back, 

Still  gains  upon  his  Ground  ! 

Sof  But  e’er  Fate  reach  him, 

The  Mercy  of  the  King  may  interpofe  : 

You  have  the  Signet  ? 

Caff.  Yes!  In  your  Defpite  ! 

Sof.  Be  not  difpleas’d  fuppofe  hefliou’d  efcape? 

Caff.  Suppofe  he  fiiou’d  have  Wings  ? Impolfible. 

Sof.  Yet,  Keepers  have  been  brib’d:  To  whom  can  Ptolowy 
Impute  that  Crime,  but  yon  ? 

Caff.  He  may : But  let  him  if  he  dares  : 

Come,  Statefman ! Do  not  Ihuffle  in  your  pace ; 

You  wou’d  expofe  me  to  the  People’s  Hatred, 

By  hurrying  on  this  Ad  of  Violence  : 

You  know  a little  thing  provokes  the  Crowd 
Again!!  a Miftrefs : She’s  the  Pubiick  Mark  : 

Therefore  content  your  felf  I will  be  fafe: 

Nor  Ihall  the  Prifoner  die  a fpeedier  Death, 
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Than  what  my  Doom  decreed  : Unlefs  the  King 
Reverfe  his  Orders,  by  my  Mefienger. 

Sof.  May  I prefume  to  ask  you,  whom  you  fent  ? 

Cajf.  Thy  Son,  unknown  to  thee  ; for  fo  I charg’d  him : 
And  this  the  promis’d  hour  of  his  Return.- — -Nay  wonder  not, 

I chofe  him  with  defign  : That  whatfoe’er 
The  King  ordains,  you  both  fliou’d  {hare  th’  Event : 

And  (land  or  fall  with  me.  Ponder  on  that,  and  leave  me! 
Sof.  1 What  can  ihe  mean  ? She  neither  kills  nor  faves — — 
afide. j [ Exit  Sofybius. 

Cajf.  Now  tell  me,  Heart : Now  anfwer  for  thy  felf : 

What  wilt  thou  do!  and  what  doft  thou  defire ! _ i 

His  Life  ? No,  he’s  ungrateful : Or,  his  Death  ? 

I tremble  at  that  Word.  What  then  ? His  Love ! 

His  Love!  my  Heart!  What!  by  Reftraint,  and  Famine ? 

Are  thefe  the  means  to  compafs  thy  Defign  ? 

Revenge  ! My  Hands  fo  foft,  his  Heart  fo  hard , 

The  blow  recoils,  and  hurts  me  while  I (trike ! 

Like  the  mad  Viper,  fcourg’d  into  a Rage, 

I (hoot  into  my  felf  my  fatal  Sting. 

Enter  Mariner. 

Marin.  The  Ship  is  ready  , when  you  pleafe  to  fail , 

And  waits  but  your  Command  : The  Wind  (lands  fair. 

Cajf.  Be  fecret,  and  attend  my  farther  pleafure 

[ Gives  him  a Purfe,  and  exit  Mariner . 
So  ; this  was  time  well  manag’d  : In  three  Days 

To  hire  a Veffel -Put  my  Wealth  on  board  : 

Send  off  th’  obferving  Son,  and  Fool  the  Father : 

See  him  I will,  to  found  his  laft.  Refolves  > 

3f  Love  can  foften  him,  or  Fear  can  bow. 

If  both  ffiou’d  fail,  th’  ungrateful  Wretch  (hall  find, 

Rage  has  no  Bounds  in  (lighted  Woman-kind. 

iExit  Caffandra. 
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SCENE,  Afrifon. 

Enter  Cleomenes. 

Cleotn.  TV  | O Food : And  this  the  third  arifing  Sun  : 

X if  But  what  have  I to  do  with  telling  Suns , 

And  meafuring  Time?  That  runs  no  more  for  me  ! 

Yet  fure  the  Gods  are  good  : I wou’d  think  fo  , 

If  they  wou’d  give  me  leave ; 

But  Virtue  in  Diftrefs,  and  Vice  in  Triumph 
Make  Atheifts  of  Mankind. 

Enter  Cratiflclsca, 

What  Comfort,  Mother? 

Crat.  A Soul,  notconfcioustoitfelfofU?, 

Undaunted  Courage,  and  a Mafter-mind  : 

No  Comfort  elfe  but  Death  , 

Who  like  a lazie  Matter  hands  aloof, 

And  leaves  his  Work  to  the  flow  hands  of  Famine. 

Cleom.  All  I wou’d  ask  ofHeav’n, 

Is,  but  to  die  alone;  a Angle  Ruine; 

But  to  die  o’er  and  o’er,  in  each  of  you , 

With  my  own  hunger  pinch’d,  but  pierc’d  with  yours? 
Crat.  Grieve  not  for  me! 

Cleom.  What ! not  for  you,  my  Mother ! 

I am  ftrangeiy  tempted  to  blafpheme  the  Gods  ; 

For  giving  me  fo  good,  fo  kind  a Parent  : 

And  this  is  my  return,  to  caufe  her  Death— 

Crat.  Peace!  Your  Misfortunes  caufe  it,  not  your  Fault. 

t Enter  Cleora, 

Cleom,  What ! my  Clear  a ? 
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I ftretch’d  my  bounds  as  far  as  I could  go. 

To  Ihun  the  light  of  what  I cannot  help  ; 

A Flow’r  withering  on  the  Stalk  for  want 
Of  nourilhment  from  Earth  and  fiiowers  from  Heaven  : 

All  I can  give  thee  is  but  Rain  of  Eyes . [ Wiping  his  Eyes. 

Cleor.  Alas ! I have  not  wherewithal  to  weep : 

My  eyes  grow  dim,  and  ftiffen’d  up  with  drought, 

Can  hardly  rowl  and  walk  their  feeble  round  : 

Indeed — I am  faint. 

Crat.  And  fo  am  I.—  Heaven  knows ! However  \_afide. 
In  pity  of  ’em  both,  I keep  it  fecret : 

Nor  ihall  he  fee  me  fall — [Exit  Cratifictea. 

Cleom.  How  does  our  helplefs  Infant  ? 

Cleor.  It  wants  the  Breaft,  its  kindly  nourilhment: 

And  I have  none  to  give  from  thefe  dry  Cefterns, 

Which  unfuppiy’d  themfelves,  can  yield  no  more : 

It  pull’d  and  pull’d  but  now,  but  nothing  came. 

At  laft  it  drew  fo  hard,  that  the  blood  follow’d  : 

And  that  Red  Milk  Ifound  upon  its  Lips, 

Which  made  me  fwoon  with  fear. 

Cleom.  Go  in  and  reft  thee, 

And  hulh  the  Child  afleep.  [Exit  Cleora. 

Look  down  ye  Gods— 

Look,  Hercules , thou  Author  of  my  Race, 

And  jog  thy  Father  Jove,  that  he  may  look 
On  his  neglected  Work  of  Humane-kind  : 

Tell  him-- 1 do  not  Curfe  him : But  Devotion 
Will  cool  in  after  times,  if  none  but  good  Men  fuSer.— 

What ! another  increafe  of  Grief ? 

Enter  Cleonidas. 

Cleon.  O Father ! 

Cleom.  Why  doll  thou  call  me  by  fo  kind  a name  ? 

I Father  ! That  implies  prefiding  Care, 

C Fearful  to  give.—  Willing  himfelf  to  want ! 

Whate’er  thy  needs  require ! 
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Cleon.  A little  Food! 

Have  you  none,  Father  ? One  poor  Hungry  Morfel  .* 

Or  give  me  leave  to  die—  as  I defir’d ; 

For  without  your  confent,  Heaven  knows,  I dare  not. 

Cleom.  I prithee  flay  a little  .•  I am  loath 
To  fay  hard  things  of  Heaven ! 

Cleon.  But  what  if  Heaven 
Will  do  hard  things,  mull  not  hard  things  be  faid  > 

Y’have  often  told  me , That  the  Souls  of  Kings 
Are  made  above  the  reft  of  Humane  Race; 

Have  they  not  Fortunes  fitted  for  thofe  Souls  ? 

Did  ever  King  die  Starv’d  ? 

Cleom.  I know  not  that : 

Yet  ftill  be  firm  in  this  : The  Gods  are  good, 

Tho’  thou  and  I may  perifh. 

Cleon  Indeed  I know  not, 

That  ever  I offended  Heaven  in  thought ; 

I always  faid  my  Prayers. 

Cleom.  Thou  didft  thy  Duty. 

Cleon.  And  yet  you  loft  the  Battel  when  I Pray’d, 
Cleom.  ’Twas  in  the  Fates  I fhould.-  But  hold  thee  there 
The  reft  is  all  unfathomable  depth: 

This  we  well  know,  That  if  there  be  a Blifs 
Beyond  this  prefent  Life,  ’tis  purchas’d  here, 

And  Virtue  is  its  price. 

Cleon.  But  are  you  fure 
Our  Souls  fhall  be  Immortal  ? 

Cleom.  Why  that  Queftion  ? 

Cleon.  Becaufe  I find,  that  now  my  Body  ftarves. 

My  Soul  decays  : I think  not  as  I did  : 

My  Head  goes  round : And  now  you  fwim  before  me  : 

Methinksrny  Soul  is  like  a Flame,  unfed 

With  Oyl,  that  dances  up  and  down  the  Lamp, 

But  muft  expire  ere  long. 

Cleom.  I prithee  try  to  hold  it  while  thou  canft. 

Cleon.  I would  obey  yon, 

As  I have  always  done , but  I am  faint  $ 

And  when  you  pleafe  t©  let  me  die,  I’ll  thank  you. 
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Cleom.  Thou  fhalt  have  Food:  I prorife  thee,  thou  fhalt. 
Cleon.  Then  you  (hall  promife  to  havt . ^od  for  yourfelf  too  ,* 
For  if  you  have  it  not,  I would  refufe  to  eat: 

Nay  I would  chufe  to  die,  that  you  might  feed  on  me. 

Cleom.  Mark,  Heaven,  his  Filial  Love, 

And  if  a Family  of  fuch  as  thefe 

Muft  peril'll  thus,  your  Model  is  deftroy’d 

By  which  you  made  good  Men. 

Enter  Pantheus  haflily 

Panth.  Be  chearful,  Sir,  The  Gods  have  fent  us  Food. 

Cleom.  They  try’d  meof  the  longeft : But  by  whom  i 
Panth.  Go  in  and  fee. 

Cleon.  Good  Father,  do  not  flay  to  ask,  but  go. 

Cleom.  Go  thou—  thy  Youth  calls  fiercer  than  my  Age. 
Cleon.  But  then  make  hafte  : and  come  to  take  your  part : 
Hunger  may  make  me  impious  to  eat  all, 

And  leave  you  laft  to  ftarve* — — Exit  Oeonidas. 

Pantb.  Sir,  wili  you  go  ? 

Cleom.  I know  not  .•  I am  half  feas  o’er  to  Death! 

And  fince  I mult  die  once,  I wou’d  be  loth 
To  make  a double  work  of  what’s  half  finilh’d; 

Unlefs  I could  be  fure  the  Gods  wou’d  ftill 
Renew  thefe  Miracles : Who  brought  this  Food  ? 

Panth.  He’s  here  that  can  refolve  you ! [Exit  Panth, 

Enter  Cleanthes  with  a Sword  in  bis  hand. 

Cleom.  How  dafft  thou  come  again  within  my  fight  ? 

Thou  art — but  ’tis  no  matter  what  thou  art,—— 

I’ll  not  confider  thee  fo  far  to  think 

Thee  worth  Reproach. — Away,  away  Egyptian ! 

That’s  all  the  Name  that’s  left  Thee. 

Cleant.  Such  I appear  indeed: 

Cleom.  Why  then  for  once,  that  which  thou  feem’ft  thou  art: 
Be  gone. 

Cleant.  Oh  I have  been  too  long  away ! 

Cleom.  Too  foon  thou  art  return’d, 

To  Triumph  o’er  my  Fate. 

Cleant.  Forgive  me,  that  1 feem’d  your  Foe. 
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Cleom.  Forgive  me,  Heaven,  for  dunking  thee  my  Friend  : 
No  more  ; ’tis  lofs  of  Time  to  talk. 

Cleanth.  Indeed  it  is, 

When  hunger  calls  fo  loud  for  Suftcnance. 

But  whether  Friend  or  Foe,  tis  Food  I bring. 

Cleom.  ’Tis  Poifon ; and  my  Mother,  and  my  Wife, 

And  my  poor  tamilh’d  Boy  are  eating  Death  : 

Thou  would ’ft  not  have  me  think  that  thou  repent’d  f 
Cleanth.  Heav’n  knows,  I do  not! 

Cleom.  Well  faid,  Man!  Go  on and  be  not  balhfui 

To  own  the  Merits  of  thy  Wicked  nefs. 

Cleanth.  What  need  has  Innocence  of  a Repentance  ? 

Cleem.  Shuffling  again ! Prithee  be  of  a piece. 

A little  fteddinefs  becomes  a Villain. 

Cleanth.  Oh ! Friend— —for  yet  I dare  to  call  you  fo  j 
Which  if  I were  a Villain;  fure  I durftnot. 

Hear  me or  kill  me ! 

Cleom.  So,  by  Heav’n,  I would. 

For  thy  profaning  Friendfhip’s  holy  Name  : 

But  for  thou  fee’ll  no  Juftice  hanging  here 
On  this  bare  fide,  thou  talk’ll  fecure  of  Vengeance. 

Cleanth.  Then  if  you  had  a Sword,  my  Death’s  refolv'd  1 
Cleom.  Thy  Confcience  anftvers  thee. 

Cleanth.  Without  more  Evidence  than  bare  Surmife  ; 

At  moft  appearance  of  a Crime  unprov’d  ; 

And  while  unprov’d,  uncertain  ? 

Cleom.  Traitor,  no  more ; ’tis  fulfome  ! 

Cleanth.  Tike  the  Sword — — {Throws  it  to  him. 

Cleom.  I thank  thee  — — Draw  thy  own.  [ Takes  it  up. 

Cleanth.  No-"—  Take  that  too.  {Draws  his,  and  offers  it 

Cleom.  Fool Wodd’ft  thou  die  without  Defence  i 

Cleanth.  I wouid  not : ' 

But  you  forbad  me  to  defend  my  felf , 

Then,  when  you  would  not  hear  me  ! 

Cleom.  Can  Falfhood  have  a better  Argument 
Than  Force  for  its  Defence  > Truft  to  that  Topick, 

And  bear  thee  like  a Man. 

Cleanth.  I think,  I do. 
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Clecm.  What  kind  o’  Man  is  that, who  dares  not  fight  ? 
Cleantb.  The  Man,  who  dares  not  when  his  Honour  calls, 
Is  what  you  mean  ; but  what  I never  was  : 

For  Honour  never  fummons  without  Reafbn. 

Force  is  the  Law  of  Brutes.  The  dumb  Creation, 

Where  Words  and  Reafon  want,  appeal  to  Might. 

I thought  a King,  and  what  you  boad,  a Spartan, 

Might  have  known  this.without  th’  /Egyptian’s  telling. 
earn.  Come,  Come  ; Thou  dar’ft  not  fight. 

Cleanth.  By  Heav’n,  I dare. 

But  firfi  my  Honour  mud  be  judify’d, 

If  you  dare  be  my  Judge  : 

For  in  this  crude  and  indigeded  Quarrel, 

If  I fiiould  fall  unheard,  you  kill  your  Friend, 

The  Man  who  lov’d  you  bed,  and  holds  you  deareft. 

And  diould  you  peril'll  in  th’  unjud  Attempt, 

The  Sword  that  dew  you,  Ihou’d  revenge  your  Death  t 
For  I fhould  foon  o’ertakeyou  in  the  way, 

To  quit  my  felf  before  you  reach’d  the  Shades, 

And  told  your  Tale  to  Minos. 

Clecm.  Then  I mud  hear : But  fwear,fwear  firdl  charge  thee, 
That  when  I have  pronounc’d,  thou  wilt  no  more 
Prolong  thy  prattle  with  fome  new  Excufe : 

And  prithee  cut  it  lliort  ■■■■■■ — becaufe  I faint, 

And  long  to  kill  thee  fird : Oh,  I am  going, 

A rifing  Vapour  rumbles  in  my  Brains. 

I hear  my  Words  far  off  — dand,  dand,  thou  Traytor, 

And  fwim  not  thus  before  me— ’tis  too  late, 

{Puts  the  point  upon  the  ground  once  or  twice,  leans  ont, 
and  ft  aggers. 

And  I fall  unreveng'd — [ Offers  to  run  at  him,  and  is  falling. 

Cleanth.  What , ho,  Tantheus  ! ’ [ Runs  to  him,  and  takes 

Thebed  of  Men  is  dying  in  my  Arms,  him  in  his  Arms. 

And  I want  pow’r  to  fave  him. 

Enter  Pantheus. 

Pan'!,.  Oh  Heav  ’.ns!  what  means  this  direful  Objed  ? 

Cleanth, 
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CleaHtb.  Ask  not  with  unaffifting  pity  ? bow  him  forward ; 
Rub  his  numb’d  Temples,  while  I wipe  the  Sweat 
From  his  cold  clammy  Face. 

Panth.  His  mounting  Heart 
Bounces  againfl:  my  hands,  as  if  it  would' 

Thruftoffhis  manly  Soul. 

dearth.  Wrench  ope  his  mouth,' 

While  I infufe  thefe  Sovereign  Drops,  whofe  Pow’r 
Will  foon  recal  his  wander’d  fenfe  — 

[ fie  inflills  fomeivhat  out  of  a Vial  into  his  Mouth. 

He  ftirs ! 

And  ftretches  now,  and  feems  t’  eflay  his  Limbs* 

Cleom.  Where  am  I ? [ Standing  a while , they  fupport  him, 

dearth.  In  his  Arms,  who  dy'd  with  you  ; 

And  now  you  live,  revives. 

Cleom.  Art  thou,  Panthteus  ? 

Panth.  Believe  your  Eyes,  I am. 

Cleom.  Speak  then,  and  truly,  (for  I trad  not  him,) 

Who  brought  me  back  to  Life  ? 

Panth.  Who,  but  he,  who  was  left  fingle  with  you, 

Who  caught  you  falling  in  his  faithful  Arms; 

And  not  alone  fufficient  to  reftore  you, 

Call’d  loud  for  my  Adiftance  : 

I found  him  propping  you  with  trembling  Hands; 

His  Eyes  fo  haggard,  I could  fcarce  diftinguifh 
Who  was  the  living  Friend,  and  who  the  dead. 

Cleom.  All  this  Cleanthes  ! This,  What  this  Cleanthes  ? 
Panth.  Yes,  your  Cleanthes. 

Cleanth.  Your  fufpedied  Friend, 

Much  wrong’d,  but  ever  faithful! 

Cleom.  Art  thou  fure 

I live?  Or  am  I in  the  Regions  of  the  dead  ? 

And  hear  the  Fables  there ; my  felf  a Fable  ? 

Panth.  Go  in,  and  fee  your  chearful  Family 
Eating  his  Bread,  brought  in  their  lalt  Diflrefs ; 

And  with  a good  miflaking  Piety, 

Firft  blefling  him,  then  Heaven ! 

Cleom.  When  I hear  this,  I have  no  need  of  Food ; 
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I am  reftor’d  without  it. 

Cleanth.  Then,  now  hear  me, 

How  I was  forc’d  into  this  feeming  Fallhood,. 

To  lave  my  feif,  the  only  means  remaining 
To  five  the  Man  I lov’d  beyond  my  felf; . 

And  gain  a needful  Credit  with  Caffandrax 
And  yet  even  then  deceiv’d,  and  fent  far  off 
For  three  long  Days,  unknowing  of  your  wants, 

Not  thinking  foe,  who  lov’d,  could  ufe  you  thus. 

By  Familhment  to — 

Cleon).  O no  more ! no  more! 

For  now  I underftand  e’er  thou  can’ft  fpeak  it  half: . 

Tp  thee  I ow’d  the  feizing  of  my  Sword, 

Left  I ihould  fall  by  odds- '-My  Wife’s  return, 

All,  all  to  thee — And  thou  art  more  than  all  : 

Can’ft  thou  forgive  me;  Can’ft:  thou,  my  C leant  he  s ? 

Gan  I defer ve  thus  to  grow  here  once  more  ? [ Embracing  him. 

Let  me  embrace  my  lelf  quite  into  thee. 

Cleanth.  Come,  come  as  fiercely  as  thou  wilt— I meet  thee  — • 

[ Embraces  Cleomenes. 

I clofe  within  thee,  and  am  thou  again. 

Panth.  Why,  this  is  as  it  Ihould  be. 

Cleon, i.  I could  not  thus  have  taken  to  the -Death , 

Anothers  Falfhcod,  but  thine,  only  thine: 

For  infinitely,  infinitely  loving, 

"Twas  a wide  gap  thou  mad’ft  within  my  Bofom, 

And  as  my  Soul  rent  from  me. 

Cleanth.  But  thy  Hunger! 

This  violent  Transport  of  my  Reconcilement, 

Makes  me  forget  thy  Wants  — — WThen  I embrac’d  thee 
Thy  fpungy  Body  dwindled  in  my  Arms, 

And  like  a Ghoft  fled  from  me. 

Clem.  I could  eat — - [Going  in... 

Now  my  firft  Appetite  of  Love  is  ferv’d? 

is  at  was  much  the  keeneft  : Let  us  in  ; 

Fer  t il  e looks  lovely  now,  and  worth  preferving. 

Ciexr^'  -Not  that  way.  Friend 

St  leads  y°” t0  Women,  and  the  Boy. 
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Cleorn.  And  why  mud  I avoid  thofe  tender  BlelTings  ? 
Cleanth.  Even  iuch,  becaufe  they  are,  you  muft  avoid  them-. 
For  I muft  tell  you,  Friend,  you  have  but  time 
To  fnatch  a hafty  Morfel,  and  away  : 

Nothing  of  Manhood  muft  beclogg’d  or  foften’d 
With  Womanilh  Sighs  and  Tears,  and  kind  Adieu’s  ! 

And  thofe  ill-tim’d  Remorfes  of  good  Nature, 

When  your  whole  Soul  is  needful. 

Panth.  You  tell  us  Wonders  ! 

Cleanth,  At  the  King’s  Return, 

Which  daily  we  expetft,  your  Death’s  refolv’d  : 

This  hour’s  your  own  ! Take  it,  and  tempt  your  Fortune  ; 
Some  few  brave  Friends  I hope  to  add  ; 

If  not,  all  A Egypt's  number’d  in  my  felf. 

Clear..  I am  all  on  Fire ; now  for  a lucky  pull 
At  Fate’s  laft  Lottery  : 

I long  to  fee  the  Colour,  white  or  black  ; 

That's  the  God’s  Work : And  if  I fall  their  lhame, 

Let  ’em  ne’er  think  of  making  Heroes  more, 

If  Cowards  muft  prevail. 

Panth.  The  fewer  Hands, 

The  fewer  Partners  in  the  (hare  of  Honour.- 
Cleom.  Come,  my  Pantheus : Lead,  my  beft  Cleanthes ! 

We  three  to  all  the  World. 

Cleanth.  Magas , and  Liberty,  let  be  the  Word: 

Magas  is  lov’d,  and  Liberty  defir ’d. 

A fhort  Refecftion  waits  at  the  Lieutenant’s, 

That  honeft  Friend,  who  fent  you  back  your  Wife  $ 

We’ll  drink  a Bowl  of  Wine,  and  pour  the  reft, 

Not  to  the  Dog  Anulis  ; but  to  Jove, 

The  Freer  and  Avenger. 

[Exeunt. 
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Enter  Cratificlara,  Cleora,  Cieonidas. 

Cleora.  Gone- — — « and  without  taking  leave  ? 

Crat.  The  better. 

He  bated  me  the  Forms,  and  you  the  Fondnefs. 

Cleon,  Panthe us  too,  and  he  who  brought  the  Food, 

The  brave  /Egyptian,  vanilh’d  all  together. 

Cleora.  Oh,  my  fore-boding  Soul  ! he’s  gone  to  Death! 

And  that  Cleanthes,  whom  thou  call’d  the  Brave, 

Has  bafely  train’d  him  out  to  his  Dedrucdion! 

Crat.  Sufpedt  him  not : When  Fate  was  in  his  power. 

And  by  a Method  fo  fecure  as  Famine ; 

To  lave  us  then,  fhows  he  had  little  need 
To  trick  my  Son  to  Death : 

I have  a better  profpeft  of  th’  Eyent. 

Clear.  Dear  Mother!  Comfort  me  and  tell  your  Thoughts ; 
For  I fee  nothing  but  a gathering  Temped, 

Horror  on  Horror  to  the  end  of  Heaven ! 

Crat.  No,  no;  you  are  not  of  a Soul  to  bear 
The  mighty  Good  and  111  that  meet  mid-way. 

As  from  two  Goals;  and  which  comes  firft  upon  us. 

Fate  only  knows. 

Cleon.  Then  fpeak  to  me  ; for  I can  dand  the  Shock, 

Like  a young  Plant  that  fadensin  a Storm, 

And  deeper  drives  the  Root. 

Crat.  Thy  Soul’s  too  drong  ; thy  Body  yet  too  weak 
To  bear  the  Crufh  : Be  dill,  and  wait  thy  Doom. 

[ A Cry  within : Liberty,  Liberty,  Magas,  Magas ; To  Arms 
for  Magas,  and  for  Liberty. 

Cleon.  What  noble  found  was  that  J So  fmart  and  vigorous  ? 
A Soul  in  every  Word. 

Crat.  Why  that  was  it, 

I thought,  was  doing  ; but  I durd  not  tell, 

Till  now  it  lhows.  it  felf. 

The  Works  begun,  my  Boy  ; the  Works  begun  : 

There  was  thy  Father  in  that  Warlike  Shout, 

Stemming  the  Tide  of  /Egypt. 
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Cleor . O comfort  me,  my  Husband’s  Mother ; fay, 

My  Lord  may  live  and  conquer. 

Crat.  Poflibly  : 

But  Hill  make  fure  of  Death:  Truft  we  to  that. 

As  to  our  laft  Referve. 

Cleor.  Alas,  I dare  not  die. 

Crat.  Come,  come,  you  dare  : 

Do  not  belie  your  Courage. 

Cleor.  Heaven  help  me,  I have  none. 

Crat.  Then  dare  you  be  a Slave  to  bafe  /Egyptians  ? 

For  that  mull  be,  if  you  outlive  your  Husband. 

Cleor.  I think,  I durft,  tofave  my  felf  from  Death. 

Crat.  Then,  as  a Slave,  you  durft  be  ravilh’d  too  i 
Cleor.  The  Gods  forbid. 

Crat.  The  Gods  cannot  forbid  it 
By  any  way  but  Death. 

Cleor.  Then  I dare  die. 

Crat.  I told  you  fo  : You  did  not  know  your  Vertue. 

Poor  trembling  thing  ; I’ll  warm  thee  in  my  Bofom, 

And  make  thee  take  Death  kindly. 

Another  Shout  within : Liberty  and  Magas. 

Cleon.  What  muft  become  of  me  > 

Crat.  More  Trouble  yet  about  this  paltry  Being  ? 

For  fhame  no  more  fuch  Qualms ! 

Cleon.  No  more  liich  vile  Miftakes ! I would  die  warm, 

And  not  in  Women’s  Company— but  Men’s. 

Whether  fome  God  infpires  me  to  this  Adt, 

Or  Fate  inevitably  calls  me  on, 

I will  not,  cannot  flay : 

But  as  a generous,  unflefli’d  Hound,  that  hears 
From  far  the  Hunter’s  Horn  and  chearful  Cry ; 

So  will  I hafte ; and  by  the  Mufick  led. 

Come  up  with  Death  or  Honour [Exit. 

Cleor.  Stop  him,  dear  Mother,*  he  may  comfort  us, 

But  cannot  help  his  Father. 


Crat. 
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Crat.  The  Hero’s  Blood  i s not  to  be  contrcul’d  ; 

Even  in  a Child  ’tis  madly  Mafterful : 

But  wait  we  patient  with  our  petty  Stakes, 

Which  on'thofe  greater  Gamefters  mull  depend  ; 

For  as  they  throw,  our  little  Lots  muft  follow, 

Like  fweepings  of  their  heap.  [Cratificlxa  and  Cleora  go  in. 


Trumpets. 


A Shout  within  : Liberty,  Liberty , and  Magas. 


Enter  Cleomenes.  Cleanthes,  Pantheus,  followed  by  fame  few 

Egyptians. 

Clem.  What  ? Is  this  populous  City  turn’d  a Defart  i 
The  Cry  of  Liberty  runs  on  before  us  ; 

And  yet  not  one  appears ! 

By  Hercules\  we  drive  ’em  through  their  Town : 

They  dare  not  flay  to  welcome  their  Deliverers. 

Cleanth.  The  Cowards  are  afraid  of  what  they  wifh  : 

And  cou’d  they  be  their  own,  they  wou’d  be  ours. 

Cleom.  They're  gone  ! We  ta^  to  Houfes  and  to  Walls. 
Panth.  Not  fo  : I fee  fome  peeping  from  their  Doors.  . 
What  are  you,  Friends  or  Foes  ? 

Four  Egyptians  appear  peeping  'at  the  oppofite  Entrances  of 

the  Stage . 

i /Egypt.  Friends,  Friends : All  honeft  Men,  and 
;earty  to  the  Caufe. 

Cleanth.  Explain  what  Caufe  - — and  give  the  general  Cry. 
(3  z.  /Egypt.  Liberty  and  Magas. 
r>m.  in  their  Tone.  Liberty  and  Magas  ! 

-awards  whifper  Liberty  fo  foftly, 
y were  afraid  the  Gods  fhould  hear  it, 

:m  at  their  Word. 


1 


The  Spartan  Hero.  6$ 

r.  Egypt.  No,  Friend  : We  Vulgar  never  fear  the  Gods: 
But  we  whifper,  for  fear  our  over-thwart  Neighbours 
Should  hear  us  cry,  Liberty,  and  betray  us  to  the  Government, 

Cleanth.  Of  what  fide  are  you  there  ? [to  the  oppofite  Egypt. 

3.  Egypt.  That’s  according  as  you  fucceed  : Of  your  fide 
hitherto. 

Fanth.  If  you  are  Men  , come  join  with  us. 

4.  Egypt.  You  are  too  few  for  us  to  join  with  you ; but  get 
the  greater  Party  of  your  fide  , and  we’ll  be  fure  to  help  the 
Common  Cry. 

Cleom.  Dare  you  doe  nothing  to  aflert  your  Freedom? 

3.  Egypt.  Yes  ; We’ll  pray  devoutly  for  you. 

Cleanth.  The  Brave  pray  with  their  Swords ; that’s  a Man's 
part. 

4.  Egypt.  Pray  with  our  Swords,  the  Law  calls  Fighting; 

And  Fighting  is  Blcud-llied  ; And  Bloud-ihed  is  Hanging ; 
And  Hanging  is  the  part  of  a Dog,  and  not  of  a Man,  in  my 
opinion.  ( within . 

1.  Egypt.  Every  one  Ihift  for  himlelf,  [Egpytian  trumpets 

The  Government  is  a coming. 

[ they  Jhrink  back  in  a fright , and  clap  the  Doors. 

Cleom.  Run  ; couch,  ye  Cowards,  to  your  Tyrant  Lords. 

A Dog  you  worlhip , and  partake  his  Nature : 

A Race  of  {peaking  Spaniels. 

Panth  Let  ’em  go  ; We  11  doe  our  work  without  ’em. 

Cleanth.  The  comfort  is,  our  Foes  are  like  our  Friends — 
Holy-day  Hero's , drawn  out  once  a month, 

At  publick  Charge  to  Eat,  and  to  be  Drunk  : 

Mere  Mouths  of  War. 

Enter  Sofybius  and  Ccenus  at  the  head  of  many  Egypti- 
ans : they  who  fpoke  before , bolt  out  of  their 
doors , and  join  with  them. 

Sofyb.  ’Tvvas  what  I always  fear’d;  e’en  when  I fav’d  Thee, 
To  find  thee  thus  engagd  among  my  Foes : 

But,  yet  lubmit ; And  I can  yet  forgive  Thee  : 

Confider ; for  ’tis  all  I have  time  to  fay, 

K Thou. 
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Thou  fight'ft  againft  thy  Father. 

Clean.  Againft  my  Fathers  Caufe  , but  not  my  Father  r. 

If  you  wou’d  needs  become  your  felf  a Slave, 

And  get  me  fuch  , I mull  redeem  us  both , 

And  will,  or  perilh  in  the  brave  Attempt. 

Sofyb.  Withdraw  thy  felf  from  ruine : I command  Thee. 
Cleant.  Command  I cannot : But,  I beg  you,  Sir, 

Engage  not  for  an  Arbitrary  Power, 

That  odious  Weight  upon  a Free-bom-foul. 

Sofyb.  This  is  too  much ; fall  on : But  fpare  my  Son. 

Enter  Caflandra  attended. 

Caffan.  Sofylius  , hold  ! Withdraw  your  Men  to  diftance  ; 
You  know  this  Signet : Obey  your  King  in  Me. 

I Shews  the  Signet. 

Sofyb.  Never  more  gladly : Tho’  my  Son’s  a Rebell ; 

Yet  Nature  works  to  lave  him. 

Caffan.  Then  rather  than  he  fliou’d  untimely  fail, 

[ Camus  draws  off  Sofybius’r  his  Men. 

I wou’d  forgive  the  Reft  : and  offer  Life, 

[Panth.  Cleom.  Men , Ex.  Manent  Caflan.Sofyb.Cleanth.: 
Even  to  that  Fugitive , if  he  pleafe  to  treat. 

Cleom.  Be  Ihort : and,  if  you  can,  for  once,  fincere. 

Caffan.  What  can  you  hope  from  this  unequal  Fight, 

Where  numbers  rife  from  every  Foe  you  kill , 

And  grow  from  their  defeat 
Cleom.  We  come  refolv’d  :■ 

And  to  die  killing  is  a kind  of  Conqueft. 

Caffan.  But  are  not  Life  and  Freedom  worth  accepting; 
When  offer’d  ,*  and,  with  fuch  Conditions  too, 

As  make  ’em  both  more  pleafmg.?  Your  Friends  fafety, 

Your  Son,  your  Mother,  and  that  only  She, 

Who  loves  you  beft,  for  your  Companion  home : 

You  know  what  She  I mean.  [ Afide  to  him. 

Cleom.  No  private  parley—  ■ [Stepping  back, 

Spartans  doe  all  in  pubiick. 

Cleant.  We  know  your  rcafons  for  thofc  fecrct  whifpers % 

And 
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And  to  your  Infamy — 

Cleom.  [. Afide  to  him.']  Peace,  Peace,  my  Friend. 

No  injuries  frorty  Women  can  provoke 
A Man  of  Honour  to  cxpofe  their  Fame. 

Madam  ; We  underftand  each  other  well  : 

My  Son,  my  Mother,  and  my  Wife  reftor'd, 

’Tis  Peace ; if  not,  ’tis  War. 

Sofiyb.  A fair  Propofol : Be  it  Peace. 

Caftan.  No,  Fool!  ’tis  War.  Know,  Heavy  Hero,  know, 

I gain’d  this  time  for  my  fecure  Revenge  ; 

To  feize  thy  Wife  and  Mother : And  to  flab  Thee 
On  both  fides  of  thy  Heart , they’re  gone  to  die , 

To  make  thy  Death  more  painfull.  Farewel,  Tray  tor ! 

And  thank  thy  felf— not  me — [Ex.  Cab  & Sofyb* 

Cleom.  Revenge,  revenge. 

And  fpeedy  Death,  or  Conqueft:  Hold,  C leant hes! 

Enter  Cleonidas. 

Poor  Boy ! 

By  Heaven,  I am  pleas’d  to  fee  thee  fofe  this  moment, 

Tho’  I expedt  the  next  to  lofe  thee.  Guard  him, 

Cleanthes : Set  him  fafe  behind  the  Front. 

Cleanth.  Come,  Sir:  You  are  now  my  Charge ! 

Cleonid.  The  Gods  forbid 
That  I Ihould  leek  this  danger,  and  not  lhare  it. 

[ To  Cleom. } Forgive  me,  Sir,  that  once  I dilbbey  yoa, 

To  prove  my  felf  your  Son ; living,  or  dying, 

I’ll  not  be  le£s  than  Man. 

Cleom.  Oh ! I could  chide  Thee. 

But  there's  no  time : for  Love  and  Anger  both 
Fight  by  my  fide  ; and  Heaven  protedt  thy  Courage. 

tCleomenes,  Cleanthes,  Cleonidas,  and  their 
l Tarty  go  off  the  Stage  to  fight  the  Egyptians. 

Trumpets , Drums  ^ Shouts  and  Clafihings  within. 

K z 


Re-enter 
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Re-enter  loth  Parties — The  Egyptians  firfl : Driven 
ly  Cle.omenes.  Pantheus  ready  to  kill  Sofybius,— . 
as  having  him  down  : Cleanthes  runs  to  him , 
and  interpofes. 

Cleanth.  Pantheus,  hold  ; or,  turn  thy  Sword  on  me. 

Panth.  to  Sofyb.  Rife,  Sir ; and,  thank  your  Son. 

Clean,  to  Panth.  Purfue  the  Foes : I have  no  Joy  of  Conquef! 

Till  I have  fet  my  Father  fafe. 

Sofyb.  The  Gods  reward  thy  pious  Care. 

Cleanth.  leads  off  his  Father ; while  Pan- 
theus follows  Cleomenes : The  Egypti- 
ans are  driven  to  the  bottom  of  the 
Stage  : They  make  a wheeling  Fight ; 
ftill  retiring  before  the  Spartans : Cle- 
omenes advances  eagerly  after  the  Egy- 
ptians, and,  with  Pantheus,  drives  'em 
off:  Cleonidas  is  left  behind : So  is 
CaXiUS  who  had  skulk'd. 

Cmus,  This  was  well  watch’d : The  Boy  is  left  ungarded. 

[ Thrujls  at  Cleonidas  behind. 

Cleonid.  Oh ! Iam  flain  by  Treafon ! 

Revenge  me,  Royal  Father. 

Re-enter  Cleomenes. 

Cleom.  ’Twas  fare  his  voice  : [Sees  him  on  the  ground. 

Too  fore : Pity  and  Rage 

Diftrabt  my  Soul  ••  but  rage  will  firfl:  be  (erv’d.  [ Runs  at  Cce» 
There’s  Juftice  for  my  felf,  and  for  my  Son  ! [nus  and  kills  him. 
Look  up,  fweet  Boy, 

And  teli  me  that  thou  liv'flr. 

Cleonid.  Fain  I would  live 

To  Comfort  you  : I bleed  and  am  alham’d  • Jr 
To  % I faint , and  call  my  felf  your  Son  ; ' ?. 

O Tray- 
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0 Traytor  Camus  ? What’s  become  of  him  ? 

Cleom.  Look,  there  he  lies. 

Cleon  id.  I am  g'ad  on’t, 

Forgive  me  , Heaven : I hope  ’tis  no  offence 
To  (ay  I am  glad,  becaufe  he  kill’d  me  bafely. 

Still,  I grow  fainter  : Hold  me,  hold  me,  Father. 

Cleom.  Cheer  up,  and  thou  (halt  live. 

Cleonid.  No:  I’m  juft  dying. 

Cleom.  What  (hall  I lole  ? 

Cleonid.  A Boy : That’s  all.  I might  have  liv’d  to  Manhood  : 
But  once  I muft  have  dy’d. 

Cleom.  But  not  before  thy  Father  ? 

Cleonid.  Nay  : then  you  envy  me,  that  I am  firft  Happy  : 

1 go  ; and  when  you  come  pray  find  me  out 

And  own  me  for  your  Son. — [Dies. 

Cleom.  There  went  his  Soul : Fate  thou  haft  done  thy  worft , 
And  all  thou  canft  henceforth ; is  but  mean  Slaughter  , 

The  gleanings  of  this  Harveft.- — 

Enter  Pantheus. 

Tanth.  Sir,  y’re  well  found  : our  Enemies  are  fled : 

I left  our  men  purfuing*,  and  made  hafte 
To  bring  this  joyfull  News. 

Cleom.  Look  there,  and  if  thou  dar’ft,  now  give  me  joy.' 
Tanth.  Enough  ! y’have  flopp’d  my  mouth — what  Canus 
kill’d  > 

I ask  no  Queftions  then,  of  who  kill’d  who  : 

The  Bodies  tell  their  Story  as  they  lie. 

Hafte,  and  revenge ! 

Cleom.  Where  are  our  Enemies  ? 

Tanth.  Sculking,  dilperft  in  Garrets,  and  in  Cellars. 

Enter  Cleanthes. 

Cleom.  Not  worth  the  (eeking  : Are  tliefe  fit  t’atone 
For  Cleomenes  Mother,  Son,  and  Wife?. 

But  what  the  Gods  liave  left  us,  we  muft  take. 
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Cleanth.  ’Tis  all  in  vain : we  have  no  further  work  : 

The  People  will  not  be  dragg’d  out  to  Freedom : 

They  bar  their  Doors  againft  it : Nay,  the  Prifoners 
Even  guard  their  Chains,  as  their  inheritance  j 
And  Man  their  very  Dungeons,  for  their*Mafters : 

Left  Godlike  Liberty,  the  Coman  Foe, 

Should  enter  in  ; and  they  be  judg'd  hereafter 
Accomplices  of  Freedom. 

Tantb.  Then,  we  may  {heath  cur  Swords. 

C leant h.  We  may,  Pantheus ; 

But  fo  as  brave  men  ihould,  each  in  his  Bolome. 

That  onely  way  is  left  us  to  die  free. 

■Cleom.  All’s  loft  for  which  I once  defir’d  to  live. 

Pautb.  Come,  to  our  bufinels  then  : Be  fpeedy  Sir ; 

And  give  the  word  ; 111  be  the  firft:,  to  charge 
The  Grim  Foe,  death. 

Cleom.  Fortune,  Thou  haft  reduc’d  me  very  low, 

To  do  the  Drudgery  of  fate  my  lelf ! 

What  '•  not  one  brave  Egyptian  ! not  one  worthy 
To  do  me  manly  Right,  in  fingle  Combat ! 

To  fall  beneath  my  fury  > For  that’s  Juftice : 

But,  then  to  drag  me  after  : For  to  die, 

And  yet,  in  Death  to  Conquer,  is  my  With  ! 

Cleanth.  Then  have  your  Wifh : The  Gods  at  laft  are  kind  : 
And  have  provided  iyou  a Sword  that’s  worthy 
To  match  your  own : ’Tis  an  Egyptians  too. 

Cleons.  Is  there  that  hidden  Treafure  in  thy  Countrey  ? 

The  Gods  be  prais’d™  for  fuch  a Foe  I want. 

Cleanth. — Not  fuch  a Foe,  but  fuch  a Friend  am  I. 

I would  fall  firft,  for  fear  Hhould  {Survive  you. 

And  pull  you  after  to  make  lure  in  Death, 

To  be  your  undivided  Friend  for  ever. 

Cleom.  Then  enter  We  into  each  others  Breafts. 

Tis  a fharp  paftage  ; yet  a kind  one  too. 

But  to  prevent  the  blind  miftake  of  Swords, 

Left  one  drop  firft,  and  leave  his  Friend  behind, 

Both  thruft  at  once,  and  home,  and  at  our  Hearts : 

Let  neither  ftand  on  Guard,  but  let  our  Bofomes 
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Lie  open  to  each  other  in  our  Death) 

As  in  our  Life  they  were  — 

Cleanth.  I Seal  it  thus.  [A//r  and  embrace. 

Panth.  And  where’s  my  part  ? You  fliut  me  out  like  Churls, 
While  you  devour  the  Feaft  of  Death  betwixt  you. 

Cleom.  Cheer  up  thy  Soul,  and  thou  lhalt  die  Pantheus  ; 
But  in  thy  turn  : There’s  Death  enough  for  all : 

But  as  I am  thy  Matter,  wait  my  leilure. 

And  honeft'y  Compofe  my  Limbs  to  Reft, 

Then  ferve  thy  felf.~  Now  are  you  ready,  Friend  ? 

Cleanth.  I am: 

Cleom.  Then  this  to  our  next  happy  meeting— 

S They  both  pufb  together,  then  flagger  backwards 
land  fall  together  in  each  ethers  Arms. 

Cleanth.  Speak, have  Iferv’d  you  to  your  Willi,  my  Friend  ? 
Cleom.  Yes,  Friend—  thou  halt — I have  thee  in  my  heart- 
Say--  art  Thou  Iped  ? 

Cleanth.  I am,  ’tis  my  laft  Breath. 

Cleom.  And  mine—  Then  both  are  Happy — *—  {loth  Die. 
Panth.  So,  this  was  well  perform’d  and  foon  dilpatch’d : 
Both  found  afleep  already, 

And  farewell  both  for  one  fliort  moment.  [: Trumpets  found. , Vi* 

{Story  within. 

Thole  are  the  Foes,  our  little  band  is  loft 
For  want  of  thele  Defenders:  I muft  haften,. 

Left  I be  forc’d  to  live,  and  led  in  Triumph ; 

Defrauded  of  my  Fate:  I’ve  earn'd  it  well, 

And  finilh’d  all  my  Task  : This  is  my  place : 

Juft  at  my  Matters  feet— Guard  him,  yee  Gods, 

And  fave  his  facred  Corps  from  publick  lhame 

5 Sic  falls  on  his  Sword , and 
C'ies  at  the  feet  o/Cleom.-D/a, 

Enter  Solybius,  Caftandra,  and  Egyptians. 

Sofyb.  ’Tis  what  my  Heart  foreboded:  There  lie  lies, 
Extended  by  the  Man  whom  beft  he  lov’d! 

Abetter  Friend  than  Son. 


Cajfand. 
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Cajfatid.  Whats  he,  or  Thou  i or  Ptolomj  ? or  /Egypt  > 

Or  all  the  world  to  Cleomenes  loft  ? 

Sofyb.  Then  I fufpecfted  right : If  my  revenge, 

Can  eafe  my  forrow  ; This,  the  King  fhall  know ; 

That  thou  mayft  reap  the  due  reward  of  Treafon, 

And  violated  Love. 

Caffand.  Thy  worft  old  Dotard. 

J wilh  to  die : but  if  my  mind  Ihould  Change, 

So  well  I know  my  Power  , that  Thou  art  loft. 

Sofyb.  The  King’s  arrival  fhall  decide  our  Fate. 

Mean  time  to  fliow  how  much  I honour  Virtue, 

Take  up  that  Hero’s  Body,  bear  it  high , 

Like  the  Proceffion  of  a Deity : 

Let  his  arm’d  Figure  on  his  Tomb  be  fet, 

And  We  like  Slaves  lie  grovling  at  his  feet ; 

Whofe  Glories  growing  till  his  lateft  Breath, 

Excell’d  all  others : And  his  own  in  Death.--  [Ex.  omes. 


FINIS. 


